Against mysticism 


For many years now, if asked if I am a “spiritual” person, I have responded 
that I am “religious” and not “spiritual”. Part of this is due to my personal 
penchant for being a curmudgeon and a contrarian. After all, “spiritual” is a 
much more acceptable thing to be for the modern person. “Religious” denotes 
fanaticism, thoughtlessness, blind obedience, etc. Being “spiritual” means, “I 
believe in something, but I don’t go overboard. I’m not a weirdo.” Since from 
my youth,I have cared little for what this society thinks, I wear “religious” as a 
badge of honor, even though I am not, strictly speaking, an adherent to any 
actual faith. 

There is another reason for my reticence toward the idea of “spiritual”: I am 
also “anti-mystical”. Or rather, I have always valued thinking, arguing, 
formulating, performing rituals, and behavioral observance over some sort of 
fuzzy feeling, the “burning in the bosom” as U.S. Protestants call it, that 
indicates an ineffable presence. I am radically distrustful of personal 
experience and individual intuition. I am radically distrustful of myself and my 
own “desires”. This feeling comes from a peasant ethos of not wanting to be 
lazy, not wanting to take the easy road where one sees and encounters little. 
One has to exhaust all possibilities before a position can be reached, one has 
to interrogate premises until one can come to no other conclusion. Indeed, 
this whole project is an exercise in that: its purpose is not to rest in a dogma 
but struggle with a tendency. 

Most people hate religious thinking because they think it is the human intellect 
“giving up”. And indeed, especially in Pietist and New Age manifestations of 
spirituality, that’s exactly what it is. People look at things, throw their hands 
up, and conclude, “It’s too complicated, it’s a mystery!” Yes, that is lazy; there 
is a certain dogma and close-mindedness attached to the “spiritual not 
religious” types. Their refusal to think means that others will think for them; the 
mental “auto-pilot” of society will fill in when they refuse to steer. Also, it 
simply isn’t natural. The brain is a tool like all other tools, thinking is a faculty 
like running or fighting. Refusing to exercise it can be just as domesticated as 
telling a child not to fidget at his desk in a classroom. There is an asceticism 
of the mind that can then take hold; a blind faith that closes itself off from the 
world and does not open itself to it. In that case, you are only worshiping 
yourself. You may have time for that, but I don’t. 



I do think that, after all of its labors, all of its travails, the mind must rest. At the 
end of the day, it has to accept that it too must eat and sleep, it must have 
solace of the hearth and the familiarity of a home. I was re-reading recently St. 
Bonaventure’s Itinerarium , and this passage reminded me of these points: 

In consideration of this, moreover, there exists the perfection of enlightenment in the 
mind since, as on the sixth day, we see that we have been made in the image of God. 
For, if the image is an expressive likeness, whilst our mind is contemplating the Son 
of God, the Christ, who is through His nature the in visible image of God, our 
humanity 

so wonderfully exalted, united beyond expressibility, seeing in one thing and at one 
and the same time both the first and the last, the very heights and the very depths, the 
circumference and the center, the Alpha and the Omega, the causer and that which is 
caused, the creator and that which is created, the book which is written within and 
that 

written without, it has already reached a certain perfection, so that with God it may 
arrive at the perfection of His enlightenment on the sixth level, as on the sixth day. 
Now 

nothing remains except for the day of rest, in which the activity of the human mind in 
mental disassociation rests from everything which it would do. 

Of course, I don’t agree with the 13th century Catholic theology here, but what 
the Seraphic Doctor is talking about is that, after a certain point, the mind 
must surrender itself to God because it can go no further. Bonaventure here is 
making the analogy between the mind exhausted from ascending into the 
mystery of God and God looking upon his creation on the sixth day and 
seeing that “it was good”. God has come to a certain perfection in what he 
made, and he rests. So must the mind. 

But we live in a slothful age. Even compared to High Scholasticism, 
knowledge isn’t what it used to be. Bonaventure and his classmates had to 
slog through the trivium and quadrivium, natural philosophy, metaphysics, 
dialectic, leading all the way up to commenting on the Sacred Scriptures as 
the height of knowledge: Divine Revelation. For us today, answers are only a 
Google search away, there are millions of people we have never met who 
would like to tell us what to think and say. The number of texts in the world in 
all forms eight hundred years after Bonaventure wrote is unfathomable. 

Human word and thought are almost drowning in text, everything is seen (or 
clicked on) but nothing is heard or understood. Exhausting the mind, testing 
its strength, and truly coming out of ourselves and into the World may be 
much harder now than it was during the Middle Ages, even assuming we were 
just ignorant peasants of yesteryear (the majority). The Word was made Text and 
was deleted among us... 


Thus, our age is one in which mysticism is inappropriate. There is much work 
to do in becoming body again, in becoming animal, in thinking silently and 
practicing virtue (here I think more of the classic sense of “excellence”). We 
live in a battlefield and not a cloister, our lot is toil and not contemplation. Our 
senses and minds have never been weaker: machines, our petroleum- 
powered slaves, do more for us than they did for lethargic ancient kings. Our 
time is not for peace but for attack, for questioning, and for scrutiny of 
everything around us and even ourselves. 

Nevertheless, we must accept that our minds must rest, in spite of all this. I 
distrust the humanist / progressive ethos because it thinks that the human 
mind is divine, that it can encompass everything or at least the necessary 
things. That it can contain in itself the fullness of the past and enough 
certainty about the future to make a go of it... I am much more pessimistic. I 
can bow to forces outside myself since I know that the mind too must rest in 
the perfection that it perceives: it must acknowledge the perfection out there, 
and know that it isn’t it. Yes, this is a cycle of struggling and letting go, of 
interrogating and discerning your spirits and those of others. But at the end of 
the day, on the sixth day if you will, we must take shelter in that which moves 
us and moves through us. We are misers for those few rays of warmth. We 
can accept that comfort along the way, but we must never forget that we are 
pilgrims into the heart of the Unknowable. Tomorrow, at first light, we must 
pick up our staff and set out again. 

Notes upon Gilles de Rais 

[citations are taken from The Trial of Gilles de Rais by Georges Bataille, unless 
otherwise indicated] 

The consuming idea that I have had in the past months, one that has made 
me more contemplative than usual, is the idea of evil. I have been over this 
before, but it bears repeating. When I was a Christian, the idea that there 
would be some, or perhaps the majority of humanity, who would be excluded 
from God’s light by choice, who would hate God and eternal happiness, and 
renounce them forever, seemed like a cacophonous szforzando staining 
salvation history. I speak here of the idea that all things go forth from God only 
to come back to him, the exitus-reditus diagram of the Neoplatonists that would 
serve as the template for the Christian hope for the time when God would “be 
all in all.” Except he wouldn’t be. Those who defend the eternity of the 
damnation of the reprobate state that the demons and those suffering in Hell 



for all eternity serve as a testament to God’s justice: that those who freely 
renounce God will remain always obstinate in that choice. In the end, it 
seemed to me that evil would never be eradicated: that evil, in a sense, wins. 
The modern mind doesn’t like to think about evil. Or it does, because it exists 
(in a manner of speaking), but it is always something out there. Evil is what 
other people do, not what I do. The left-wing or progressive mind, in particular, 
does not like to think of things in terms of the moral, good or evil, but rather in 
the sense of the pathological. Evil acts are always the result of defects in the 
person or in society, and can be re-engineered out of a person through 
education or a more just social order. Many think that, by clinging to 
pathology, the idea that some people are crazy, sick, psychopaths, or just 
“assholes”, somehow they have escaped morality through scientific insight. 

“It’s not an issue of moral failing,” so the logic goes, “it’s that this particular 
person is defective for such-and-such a reason” (fill in the blank: bad 
upbringing, poverty, oppression, patriarchy, misogyny, etc. etc.) God forbid 
that humans do things out of some random lust for chaos and violence: that 
even the best of conditions will sprout black swans of cruelty and mayhem just 
like a rain seems to produce mushrooms in the grass out of nothing. 

Whether one cites pathology or morality, mental health or malice of the will, 
the result is the same: a domesticated, predictable rational animal easily 
pliable to any agenda that can be imposed on him at the moment. The secular 
radical thinks that, in renouncing morality, he or she is opening the door to 
liberating chaos, when in reality they are merely doing what all moralists have 
done, only changing the label. If one is truly against domination, one does not 
get to determine what that means in every context, especially what it means 
for people who are not you. A predictable future, no matter how pleasurable to 
the intellect in terms of freedom and justice, can never be carried out by free, 
undomesticated beings, at least in our context. To let go of control means you 
do not get to determine what “other worlds” will look like. Indeed, the future is 
our enemy. If you created “another world,” we would likely want to burn it 
down as well. 

Joined to the god of sovereignty by initiatory rites, the young warriors willingly 
distinguished themselves in particular by a bestial ferocity; they knew neither rules 
nor limits. In their ecstatic rage, they were taken for wild animals, for furious bears, 
for wolves. The Harii of Tacitus augmented the fright provoked by their delirium by 
employing black shields and, wanting to surprise their enemies, to terrify them, 
rubbed their bodies with soot. This “funereal army, ” in order to augment the terror, 
chose “pitch-dark nights. ” Often the name o/Berserkir (“warriors in bear skins”) 
was given to them. Like the Centaurs of Greece, the Gandharva of India or Luperci of 
Rome, they became animals in their delirium. The Chetti, whom Tacitus also 



describes, indulged in scelera improbissima: they struck, they executed and they 
skinned. They were slaughterers, and “neither iron nor steel could do anything 
against them. ” The fury of the Berserkir turned them into monsters. Ammien 
Marcellin, speaking of the Taifali, is indignant when describing their pederastic 
practices... They gave themselves up to drinking bouts that finally succeeded in taking 
away whatever humanity they still had. 

There was nothing in the Germans ’ religion that could offset this cruelty and these 
juvenile debaucheries. There was not, as with the Gauls, or the Romans, a priesthood 
to oppose learning and moderation to drunkenness, ferocity, and violence. 

I have often wondered why the primitivist worldview has been a “closed” one, 
and by closed, I mean profoundly anthropocentric, even if through (negligent) 
ignorance. Or they interpret previous indigenous reality through the “vision of 
the conquered” (to use Leon Portilla’s phrase). Namely, they envision what 
sort of “human nature” can be discerned from the history of Man as an 
independent entity, free from place, context, interaction with other creatures, 
etc. This would include violence, though it also of course includes harmony, 
coorperation, etc. when not under threat. But corner a wild animal, give it no 
other option but to obey or fight, and see how it acts. The human individual is 
not automatically plugged into this mythical entity known as Humanity, outside 
of time and space: an incarnation of an eternal trope. 

Groups of humans learned from their environment, they saw themselves as 
descended from the animals around them, or at least in close kinship with 
them. Sometimes this would yield an egalitarian social order, sometimes it 
wouldn’t. Sometimes there is hierarchy among animals, perhaps they learned 
their societal order just as they learned the use of medicinal plants in a 
particular place: not as a result of human will, or trial and error, but via 
“revelation” from the Inhuman. To think that we humans choose our life, 
indeed, our world, is a laughable idiocy. No one lives that long, and no one is 
that wise. To deny that is to deny a sense of place in favor of a Human Ideal 
(Anarchy or whatever): you don’t live in your place, you live in a Human Ideal. 
And it is nothing but a domesticated Hell, not matter what you pretend it to be 
otherwise. 

We were on the hunt, and last night we turned into wolves. Our thirst for blood was 
satisfied for a moment, while the demons of our ancestors took possession of our 
minds and bodies.... (ITS, 10th Communique) 

In Gilles de Rais ’ time, war is always the game of lords. If this game devastates 
populations, it exalts the privileged class. It has for the privileged class the ultimate 
meaning that work could never have for the poor folk. The interest of work is 
subordinated to its results; the interest of war is nothing but war. It is war itself which 
fascinates and which terrifies. Those who are like Gilles de Rais, who live in the 



expectation of these terrible battles leaving death, cries of horror, and suffering 
behind them, know nothing else that gives them this violent excitement. Present 
generations no longer know practically anything about the exaltation, even though 
death was the basis of it, that formerly was the least ridiculous meaning of war, a fact 
that is likely to abandon us to a feeling of our powerlessness in the world. Are we not 
blinded at the very moment when the mad truth of another time is hidden from us? 
Faced with as vain a question, what can we do, if not hide? 

•kick 


Tragedy is the powerlessness of Reason. 

That does not mean that the laws of Tragedy are contrary to reason. A law cannot 
truly belong to what is contrary to Reason. Could a law be opposed to Reason? But 
human violence, which has the strength to run afoul of Reason, is tragic, and if 
possible, ought to be suppressed; at least it cannot be ignored or disregarded.... 

That is one theme that all people who have tackled my published work refuse 
to see, because if they faced it, it would destroy their racket. The shell game 
would be up, the Emperor would have no clothes, etc. They cannot admit that 
we have no agency beyond ourselves, that humans do not “learn from 
history,” that we struggle mightily against forces that we understand only 
poorly. The ultimate heresy of the modern is to admit that we are unwittingly 
performing a Mystery Play, a myth, in which all has already been determined 
(for all intents and purposes). Or rather, we have no idea how things will turn 
out, and attempts to change reality will only yield random and unintended 
results; that our current reality is a “mistake” that was never supposed to be 
made in the first place. Or rather, perhaps our annihilation is being carried out 
precisely through the instrument of anthropocentrism and humanism, under 
the guise of solidarity and cooperation. 

No one can admit this, since the illusion of the Human would be exposed: the 
game in which they find enough meaning in life not to throw themselves off a 
building. But some of us will continue to live in spite of this grim reality. 

Indeed, we are thankful for it: it reminds us of how petty and foolish we are at 
the end of the day. That which is greater is not the Human, or any Ideas that 
the Human can produce. Our happiness, to put it that way, is elsewhere. 

Late night shopping 


Scenes from a double life 



I am a bad misanthrope since I don’t really hate people. Actually, I should say 
that I don’t like any random person, nor do I really wish ill will on people who 
consider me their enemy (apparently these people exist). I wish them well. 
When I encounter people either online or in real life, I am really hesitant to 
press the issue on anything, or to exacerbate differences. I figure that if I have 
someone’s attention, I might as well get the most out of it on my end. It is not 
an issue of having an “open mind,” my mind is always made up. I have to bite 
my tongue to really listen to people as I am someone who has the temptation 
to merely “wait to talk.” It is probably for the best that I tend to keep quiet in 
many social situations, that I don’t volunteer my opinions, or that I do not 
intentionally pick fights. If people aren’t going to agree with me, at least I hope 
that they present the best argument for their school of thought that they can 
muster so that my beliefs will come out stronger in the engagement. In this 
project, I have had to attack people, and I suppose I am sort of good at it. I 
have a zero tolerance policy for sanctimonious bullshit, which has been 
difficult for me since sanctimonious bullshit tends to be the weapon of choice 
of the enemy. 

But no, I am not edgy. I hate black metal. I hate angry bombastic rhetoric. I 
don’t like anger for anger’s sake. Perhaps I am just that domesticated, or 
maybe I’m emotionally lazy. Perhaps this has something to do with principles. 
As in classical philosophy, I don’t consider evil to be a thing, but rather a 
privation of the good, or the disordered prioritizing of a lesser good over a 
greater good, or the clinging to the particular at the expense of the whole. You 
see, I actually like humanity. Yes, you read that right. I like humanity: goofy 
awkward guys and attractive young women, cooing babies and laughing 
children. I like to listen to the experiences of the old and the naive dreams of 
the young. Where I differ from the average person is that I don’t consider 
humanity as the highest good. And I believe that the existence of humanity as 
it is now is an affront to the common good of the cosmos. 

I’ll put it to you this way: I may be tempted to choose the good of knocking 
someone’s teeth in for looking at me funny, but I will probably choose instead 
the good of walking away as this person may have a crew that would seek 
vengeance for the attack, or I might be thrown in prison for carrying out my 
impulse. I may be tempted by the allure of an attractive young woman, but I 
might choose the greater good of walking away and not having to deal with 
her jealous crazy boyfriend. Or I might really want a nice car, but I may 
choose instead the piece of mind of driving a clunker and no one stealing it, or 
of not having to pay out the nose to fix it if it breaks down, etc. In other 
words, homo sapiens aren’t evil. We can be clever, we can do amazing things, 
and we can be downright lovable at times. But we have made it so that our 



existence is dependent on narcissism, destruction, and an insatiable greed for 
our own well-being. The world simply cannot afford us. Some can protest that 
we can change, that we will get to a point where our addiction to our own 
power and glory will diminish and become “more sustainable”. That’s nice, but 
I don’t believe it. That’s the line of every junkie, and every junkie just says 
things so they can live another day to shoot up and get high. You’re an idiot if 
you fall for their lies more than once. 

The things that I really like about being human and human beings in general 
cannot be systematized or codified into ideology. My children coming to greet 
me at the door after a hard day at work, a good meal with my family, a 
beautiful woman’s smile, a sunset over the lake, all of these are things people 
desire but they are used to justify a system of law and morality so that 
everyone gets the chance to enjoy them. If only things were that simple, but 
they aren’t. The task of the humanistic ethos is to instrumentalize the mystery 
of things into a code of behavior, using that which is pleasant to make people 
do that which is unpleasant. Ludwig Wittgenstein came close to what I am 
saying in the Tractatus Logico-Philosophicus when he stated: 

Not how the world is, is the mystical, but that it is. 

Our civilization is obsessed with how the world should be. After all, we made 
our species into a seven billion strong mass by making the world conform to 
how we want it. Indeed, there are some very foolish people out there who 
seem to think that there can be no world if we don’t tell it how it should be! I 
know, how idiotic, but it seems that humanity has made that its modus 
operandi. In that sense, if I love mountains, rivers, bobcats, clear skies, and 
the dirt under my feet, I have a choice, even as a human: either those things 
or myself (and other humans). Either I love the whole that made humanity 
lovable even at the level that it is, or I love the narcissistic will to power that 
the human project has become. One does not even have to be a tree-hugger 
to appreciate that: the domestication of man tears up the inner psychological 
landscape of man himself. There is no middle road here, unfortunately. Again, 
think of the heroin addict who will always quit tomorrow, as long as he has his 
fix today. What better adjective could one come up with for the hyper-civilized 
than “addicted”? 

Being a bad misanthrope, I have to state that I do not have the determination, 
the nerve, the guile nor the skill to attack human beings. So I probably won’t. 
But I do not wear this as a badge of honor, as if “keeping my hands clean” 
makes me morally or emotionally superior. The attack on the hyper-civilized is 
not a “moral” imperative”: such talk would be foolish. It is, however, ethically 
symmetrical and not problematic for me. If the world is the way it is, and one 
does not like it that way, attack is the logical next step. And seeing as the 
problem is too complex and people are too intertwined with each other to 



differentiate the good from the bad, these attacks might appear random. But 
the humanist ethos has dictated that every life is sacred, every individual is 
like a little god armed with capitalist productive value and the power of 
consumer choice. Therefore, an attack on any hyper-civilized is an attack on 
all, as the Quran says: it shall be as if he had killed all mankind... 

Yet I will cling to those small things that get me through life, knowing full well 
that they are passing and come at the cost of general unpleasantness. This is 
the logic of the double life: that one enjoys the things that one abhors insofar 
as one appreciates what they are. You can love them, but you can’t get too 
attached to them, for they may turn on you some day, especially if anyone 
ever gets a glimpse of what you really think. I know that the human world only 
likes me for what I can do for it, and once I am “useless”, it wouldn’t care if I 
died in the gutter. The kernel of what is really important is still deep inside 
somewhere, at least I know it’s there. The kernel of the Unknowable that 
dates back to the eternity of eternities will still be here when I have long 
decayed: a mystical part of me that is happy that things are without having to 
worry about how they are. I try to find it everyday in the most unlikely places. 
Sometimes I’m lucky and I find it somewhere, but at the end of the day, I must 
let go with the hard but necessary thought: this is not it. 

Notes on extinction 


Extinction is the grammar of techno-industrial civilization. It is how it got to be 
what it is, and extinction is what sustains it. It is as if it creates life in order to 
merely destroy it. This goes for agribusiness fields to aborted fetuses to entire 
peoples who have been wiped out in the name of “progress”. If the passive 
nihilist can hurl the accusation of nature being indifferent to the creatures that 
it brings forth, what is even more certain is that European Christian civilization 
(in particular) has taken this premise to heart and run with it at an accelerated 
and exaggerated pace. That which takes nature millions of years to create, 
formulate, and grow, civilization can get rid of in an afternoon. Our entire way 
of life is powered by the corpses of animals dead millions of years before the 
first shadow of a human ancestor graced the face of the earth. 

In eco-extremism, the necessity / appropriateness / symmetry of human 
extinction is the basis of indiscriminate attack. It is arguable if eco-extremist 
attack is ever “indiscriminate” in a total sense. For to be truly indiscriminate, 
one perhaps would need to not even get out of bed and fire a projectile out 
one’s window into an adjacent street. All such attacks that are not of this exact 
nature require planning, reflection, preparation, etc. Now, where one objects 



that eco-extremist attack is indiscriminate is in the choice of victim. For often it 
may result that whoever happens to be nearby or in the “line of fire” will be the 
one who is hurt, when this was not intentional. Again, we are still not free of 
the ethical quagmire even if we have determined who is guilty or innocent. 
Indeed, blanket condemnations of people and even their property are almost 
as old as civilization itself. Let us go to our trusty Bible. In the well-known 
telling of the fall of Jericho, it is written: 

When the trumpets sounded, the army shouted, and at the sound of the trumpet, when 
the men gave a loud shout, the wall collapsed; so everyone charged straight in, and 
they took the city. They devoted the city to the Lord and destroyed with the sword 
every living thing in it—men and women, young and old, cattle, sheep and donkeys. 

This is not a unique event in Scripture: God’s Chosen People laid cities to 
waste as a matter of course, and were even punished by God for being 
merciful to the cattle. 

Of course, people will not be particularly swayed bringing up ancient history, 
so we will get to the point. The question of civilization isn’t a question of 
morality but of numbers. It is not a philosophical problem but rather a 
mathematical and physical problem. If you can swarm your enemy with 
numbers, eventually they must succumb. Many wars have been wars of 
attrition where the tactically superior side was defeated by wave after wave of 
the enemy being hurled at it. This happened in the U.S. Civil War, the U.S. 
Indian Wars, the Vietnamese War of National Liberation, etc. etc. Often it is 
not a question of being able to win, but in being able to take loss after loss 
after loss until the enemy can fight no longer. Innocence or guilt in this 
paradigm is irrelevant: the very presence of bodies (man, woman, child, or 
even beast of burden) is enough of an incursion to warrant their destruction 
without scruples. 

That’s fine for the unenlightened times of the past, but the present has learned 
its humanist lesson, right? Well, not exactly. Without even having to resort to 
Stalin or Mao and the millions who had to die in the antiseptically coined 
process of “primitive capital accumulation,” scratch even the most anti¬ 
authoritarian leftist, and find someone who thinks it is alright if, for example, 
an insurgent group blows up an ice cream parlor full of children in the name of 
“national liberation” as long as the colonialist did it first: 

So in the end, it doesn’t matter if a few million die, or children get blown up, or 
if a few nuns get raped by revolutionaries. A just cause covers a multitude of 



sins... except for the victims of the just cause. The thing about dealing with 
human lives is that it’s not a numbers game, at least for the hyper-civilized. 
While many might wave off with a hand the atrocities of the past, no one is 
volunteering for the atrocities of the future, precisely those atrocities that will 
be needed for a better tomorrow. Everyone wants to be king, no one wants to 
be the peasant who pays taxes to support the king in his lavish lifestyle. 
Everyone wants to play, but no one wants to put skin in the game. 

Nor should they want to, for the game is rigged. That doesn’t stop the 
dreamers, the revolutionaries, the traditionalists, etc. from “volunteering” 
future generations and peoples they don’t know in the arduous task of forging 
a better tomorrow in which they come out more or less unscathed. Visions of 
a brighter future are nice as long as you can rely on other people’s efforts to 
carry out your vision for you. Of course, to expect people to do so is foolish, 
but that doesn’t stop the revolutionary dreamer. 

To jump from these observations to the conclusion that “therefore all humans 
must go extinct” may be rightly pointed out as a reductio ad absurdum. Just 
because no one is at fault doesn’t mean everyone is at fault, or that fault even 
exists. Therefore, no punitive measures or even punitive language are 
warranted. Perhaps this has a point, but let us put it another way: the human 
ideal (form) can never have the appropriate physical host (matter) to realize 
itself. The form is always a ghost, hovering over the seething mass of human 
raw material. Mankind can never be animated by an ideal, it can never be 
joined to an organic ethical plan that can inform its collective actions toward a 
better future. In other words, mankind as a whole is a collective zombie, 
something that stumbles along with the semblance of life but in reality is 
constantly on the verge of flying apart due to the lack of any defined collective 
intelligence or will. We may speak of global-wide collective action, but mostly 
its empty rhetoric. The problem is godlike in scale but the means to address it 
are all-too-human. 

So regardless of what one might think of its parts, the human as a universal 
category is a flimsy and fleeting phenomenon. But again, let us return to the 
point above: the real problem with humans is not that they are not smart 
enough, but rather that there are too many of them linked in a haphazard 
manner by global communications and transport. The problem is not one CEO 
or a thousand politicians or a million cops. The problem is seven billion people 
with dreams and aspirations and high hopes for their children... that can only 
come at the expense of other beings on the planet. The problem is the ethos 
of humanity for the sake of humanity, humanity as an enclosed system, 
humanity as the categorical imperative. Seven billion anarcho-primitivist 



species traitors would be inferior to a humanity comprised only of ten 
Monsanto executives. Your feelings, opinions, beliefs, and actions don’t count. 
Ultimately, what counts is your very animal existence, because it is parasitic 
and unjustifiable. Unless your particular existence can convince seven billion 
people to commit collective suicide, leaving perhaps only a handful of homo 
sapiens to live on the Earth as one animal among others, you are no different 
from anyone else. 

Of course, you can say that this only applies to hyper-civilized European 
(post-)Christian civilization, but are we really so sure? Aside from the endless 
debates as to whether man killed off the megafauna in the Americas and 
Australia, we know for a fact that man killed off the moa, a large flightless bird 
native to New Zealand that went extinct within 150 years of humans settling 
those islands (well before the Europeans arrived). The problem with things 
that happen is that they always had the potential of happening, ceteris paribus. 
Even if some (most?) humans never drove a species to extinction, they have 
done so, and always have the potential to do so. That’s not a statement of 
guilt but a statement of fact. Just as saying that a dog is capable of mauling a 
child isn’t a moral judgment on the dog: it’s a statement of the reality of the 
situation. 

Perhaps the real ethical problem behind indiscriminate attack isn’t one of 
assigning guilt, but of discerning if innocence even exists in this context. 

Seven billion people don’t live their lives being innocent or guilty of anything. 
Their default mode is “minding their own business”. They’re fodder, they know 
not what they do. At that level, their lives are mostly devoid of discernible 
ethical content. And even in situations where people “care”, they often rob 
Peter to pay Paul: they live part of their life unethically to sustain an ethical 
veneer elsewhere in their lives. The bottom line is: if you don’t want that forest 
cut, or that ocean floor drilled, or that river polluted, you don’t have to look far 
to see who is at fault. You are, your friends are, those you love are. Or do you 
and they eat only air and live in thatched huts made from the branches of 
native trees? Or do you treat yourself with local plants when you are sick, or 
check your email using only a wooden bow drill? If (by your actions, not your 
words) you don’t care about Wild Nature, why should it care about you? Why 
should anyone? 

Human life is not and can never be heroic, ethical, noble, or anything else it 
aims to be. You can expect little from it, and it is not eternal. Those who 
continue to defend humanism only wish to circle the wagons and defend 
Human Power as its own end by any means necessary, but they are 
defending the material means by which that species supremacy is upheld. 

The eco-extremist has come to the conclusion that the only way to attack 



Human Supremacy is to attack humans in any capacity in which they are 
capable. They do this not out of some inverted sense of morality, but out of 
the realization that morality is impossible, or rather, it cannot do what it says it 
does: sift the wheat from the chaff, the sheep from the goats, and the innocent 
from the guilty. Their attack is a refusal of the premise that the human ideal 
can govern life on a universal ethical level. It is a launching out into the 
Inhuman in the Name of the Unknowable, with little expectation in terms of 
human achievement. 

Morning 

Scenes from a double life 

I like to get to work early. This is not simply because I am a morning person, 
but it has a lot to do with it. I wake up naturally at 4:30 a.m. I want to leave the 
house by 5:30 a.m. but usually end up leaving more around 6 a.m. for various 
reason. I am the first one in my office. It takes me a bit of time to “warm up”, 
but I walk the halls of my office, empty, and think of all of the years I have 
been here. I get some work done. 

Sometimes I leave my office and look out the window. I have the privilege of 
having an office with the door and an uninspiring view of the city. Still, in the 
distance, over the bridges and roads, I see the cars pouring in from all 
directions. Traffic. Shining like a luminous snake toward a million destinations. 

I can observe this before the calls come in and the emails start popping up in 
my inbox. I get more work done. 

I have held an “anti-civ” ideology for almost five years now, and even before 
that, I had my own skepticism toward the world and modernity. Yet I cannot 
help but marvel at all of this. What moves this? What moves them? Why does 
it move them? And so on. To say that we live in a world divided by the 
dichotomy “Nature-Wildness / Civilization” at this point is a bit simplistic. The 
entire world, all of Gaia, so to speak, is drawn into the cycle that makes 
people get in their cars in the morning and drive to work. It’s 8 a.m. My wife is 
taking the kids to school, I have been here a couple of hours. The same 
tendency, the same blood drives my own clock and the motions of my own 
family. I know where I need to be when I need to be there. It is reassuring. I 
listen to audiobooks on the way, I look forward to getting things done. I run 
errands. Etc. 



People might think I am a prisoner of all this, that I am unhealthy, alienated. 
Maybe they’re right. I could lose a few pounds, get rid of some bad habits. I 
could speak up more. I could plan a better future for my children. And so on a 
so forth. When people say things like “hunter-gatherers were freer and 
happier,” I kind of also want to say, “Sure, but a lot of them died in infancy or 
during childbirth, or in their youth.” I remember a recent quote I read of an 
indigenous tribe somewhere, where they were asked why they did not 
discipline their children. The answer was something like: when they get to be 
adults, life will be difficult, so their lives should be easy in the meantime. A 
child in that situation would see and emulate adults as they struggled to chase 
down prey, fight off intruders, or die of ailments they had no idea how to cure. 
The most certain thing in life is death, the most inevitable thing is decay. Man 
either dies young or grows old, he either dies in the midst of tragedy or lives to 
see all of the people he ever loved die before him. Life is never deficient 
because of this, it was made that way. The death of the individual organism is 
the life of the world. Even Christianity gets some things right... 

What moves everything now is Capital. For those who didn’t study Marx, 
capital is the impulse of value to increase itself. You are employed because 
your employer gets more value from your labor power keeping you on than 
letting you go. You produce more than what they pay you. Once this is no 
longer the case, you are out of a job. That is why you get up in the morning, 
that is what makes you stay later, eat like shit because you are always on the 
run, etc. etc. That is why you drive your children to school, teach them to say 
“please” and “thank you,” why you worry if they are not clever or pretty 
enough, etc. etc. You may be the “freest spirit in the world,” but when it comes 
to your kids, you will be a conformist because you do not want their lives to be 
hard for them, and they are born into a world you cannot change. Value 
making more value, regardless of what is actually made (widgets, socks, 
nuclear bombs, marshmallows, anthrax, etc.) That’s sort of like cancer: things 
that grow where they have no benefit to the organism, but continue to grow 
anyway. It is almost cliche to say that “man is now a cancer on the Earth,” but 
like all diseases, it will end up self-correcting, even if only in extinction. 

Here I should insert the predictable invective against humanity, the hyper- 
civilized, civilization, etc. But I am not going to. The reason for this is that, to 
be honest, seeing the traffic roll in, seeing people rushing into a thousand 
different rooms in a hundred different buildings, the speed, the shininess of it 
all; it all impresses me. So many visionary thinkers dream of running this 
same world exactly the same but for different reasons: replace Capital with 
Socialism, Anarchy, the Brotherhood of Man, the Caliphate, etc. and you 



would still not propose anything close to what impels people to get out of bed 
in the morning and spill their life into numbers recorded on a spreadsheet. It’s 
a damn miracle is what it is. I won’t worship at the Altar of Capitalism, but I will 
at the very least acknowledge it as a formidable foe. I don’t know what other 
idea or moral imperative could do the job other than this cancerous 
compulsion to earn more, make more, spend more, and consume more. If it 
wasn’t there, everyone would just go fishing and no one would do anything, 
even if it meant societal chaos or slow death. People would be lost. 

I suppose the one difference for me is that I don’t necessarily attach any 
ethical or moral weight to our permanence. Organisms emerge and then they 
die. They are attacked by predators, and failing predators, they are attacked 
by parasites. Or they collapse under the weight of their own success (just as a 
person who overeats can encounter many health problems). In this vast 
tableau of asphalt and steel that is modernity, its sworn enemies, though few 
and far between, are merely a part of the picture, a necessary player in the 
drama. It is the fear of Chaos that keeps things running, fear of death and 
poverty, fear of future insecurity. Perhaps it is merely playing a scripted part, 
but the Chaos is still there, moving in the gaps, hiding in the shadows. Chaos 
is probably the only enemy all of this has left, the moments of doubt, the 
forbidden thoughts, the cruel and unspeakable desires. It is the only 
unconquered gospel of the Unknowable left, the rest has been co-opted by 
the mad energy of civilization even before it could articulate itself. 

The essence of the city is movement, frenzied movement, until it all flies apart. 
Stasis is elsewhere. Civilization is revolutionary par excellence. The only 
difference between me and other “normal” people is that I won’t be surprised 
when all of this goes away, or particularly distraught. We get what we deserve 
because the universe owes us nothing. We are biding our time until the 
inevitable befalls us, either on the personal or cosmic level. 

And now back to work... 

On public safety 

My co-author Ramon Elani wrote an interesting article well worth reading on 
anti-fascist action (“antifa”) in the U.S. context. Here I will offer my thoughts 
from a personal perspective. 



I am afraid that I will have to go a bit beyond what Ramon said and state that 
not only do I not care about antifa, but I don’t even care when people are 
racist, bigoted, or give the Nazi salute. It barely registers on my radar of 
emotions. There’s a simple reason for this: I don’t expect much from humans. 

I expect something from those I have direct and somewhat indirect 
interactions with, because personal interaction holds people accountable. But 
people I don’t know? Social groups? My own “ethnic group”? That’s out of my 
hands, and frankly I can’t control that anymore than I can control the weather. 

In Trump’s America, I’m the “target”: my family is from Mexico, I am visibly not 
white, and my family is visibly not white. I also live in the South. Yet when I 
see groups of hipster (mostly white) anarchists and leftists fighting wannabe 
Nazis and white nationalists in the street, I don’t feel represented by the 
former side. Why? Who are these people to me? Do I owe them moral 
support, or some sort of ethical obedience? People have always been against 
“my kind” in this country: have the victories of any other “militants” in the street 
benefited me in any way, or are they just propagating a system I do not like 
but aim to give me a “higher place” in it? Or doesn’t it always end up being a 
certain privileged sector of “non-white”, “non-male,” “non-straight,” “non-cis” 
etc. etc. that gets the benefits, and the rest uphold the system out of fear of 
something worse? Is that any way to live, or conceive of your place in the 
world: your identity is your only real protection? Like any other individualist, I 
prefer to go out on my own, regardless of the consequences. 

Also, I see racism as “rational” and much more materialistic, even if I am the 
“Devil” in that context. Notice I put “rational” in quotes. It is more plausible for 
a person to believe in solidarity based on superficial phenotype or culture 
rather than to believe in some spiritual attribute that unites all people 
regardless of race, background, culture, etc. The Enlightenment belief in the 
unity of mankind is a leap of faith, and not a particularly warranted one. Even 
if genetics dictate that we are all the same, humans are not mere products of 
their DNA. It is far more reasonable to base solidarity on things you can see 
rather than future human potential that you don’t. Thus, I don’t believe for a 
minute that progressives, anarchists, or Marxists are “materialists”: they are 
selective idealists. They cling to certain aspects of material reality but 
anxiously avoid others to prevent the soiling of their ideals of liberty, equality, 
and fraternity. These are articles of faith based on wishful thinking. 

That would make me a “fascist” plain and simple if I believed in government, 
the State, or society. I don’t. Just because the rightist system is more rational 
doesn’t make it viable. It simply isn’t. No matter how you try to bind together 
millions or billions of people: by race, nationality, creed, etc. the coercion is 



the same, the alienation is the same, and, most of all for my purposes, the 
destruction of the Earth and deification of humanity are the same process. It’s 
secular Christianity, the only catch is how consistent one wants to make it. 
How much must the individual sacrifice to the Human Idol, and which Human 
Idol: the Nation, Blood and Soil, Communism, Anarchy, etc.? What difference 
does it make which option I choose? I choose none. 

I do not see the point of subordinating myself to a community, nation, race, 
religion, etc. where my existence will always be a means to an end. This is not 
because I think that I am worth more than being mere fodder: I die and decay 
like everyone else. No, I just think that the election portion of that 
subordination is stupid. Let me be subordinate to that which I was subordinate 
to when I came out of my mother’s womb: Wild Nature, the Unknowable, 
Chaos, and let the rest crumble into ruin. And let those who depend on any 
other order be wiped away by the cruel gusts of Time; what is any of that to 
me? What meaning does the Human Order give me, why should I care about 
it? Even if I take into consideration those who I actually care for, will it defend 
them in the end? Of course it won’t, they are fodder like all the rest, sacrifices 
to the Higher Human Good that humans can’t agree upon. All calls of 
solidarity offer protection but they also demand obedience. Fool me once, 
shame on you, fool me twice, shame on me. I have already been fooled more 
than once. 

If the choice is between those who outright hate me and false friends, in the 
end that is not a choice. 

Brief meditation on hell 


As I have written before, hell is a little understood or accepted doctrine even 
among Christians. But I would argue that it is crucially influential to understand 
how the hyper-civilized see the world today. This is not only among people 
who were forced to read the Bible or Dante or Milton in school, but also 
among people who have any eschatological view of the world, no matter how 
secular. Put more simply, those who dream of a better world, a heaven, 
always do so in the context of a hell, the failure to achieve that better world. 
And also as I have argued previously, those who seek to herd the great 
masses of people need hell to coax the rabble into action, just as the fiery 
preacher needs the flames of hell to exhort the faithful to virtue from his pulpit. 
In both cases, there is a need to augment human power and agency: humans 



can totally save or totally damn themselves, they can totally destroy the world 
or build a new one. 

The choice is always up to us, in our minds, but the choice itself is really 
damnation. It is the valuing of human life above what it actually is; it is 
anthropocentric and idealistic. It is the worship of man as an idol that is 
destroying the human world (for nature will continue regardless one way or 
another.) The human world is not man but the Idea of Humanity, not human 
existence but Human Power - though at this point these cannot be separated 
from each other. The only way to “save” oneself is to refuse the idea of 
salvation or damnation, and to recognize randomness and chaos as 
constituting our deepest “self”, if we can even speak in those terms. 

First, a little bit of theology. Again, we are using the Catholic model, as that is 
what we are used to. According to the Fathers and Doctors, ultimately human 
beings either go to Heaven or Hell when they die, even though there is some 
dispute about intermediary places to which humans go for “purification”. In 
Heaven after the Resurrection from the Dead, when man gets back his own 
body, he not only rises with his mortal body, but it is glorified. The “light of 
glory” {lumen gloriae) allows human beings to become divinized: as one of the 
old Latin liturgical texts states: ejus divinitatis esse consortes, qui humanitatis 
nostrcefieri dignatus est particeps (“...grant us to have part in the Godhead of 
Him Who hath deigned to become a partaker of our humanity.”) Thus, not only 
does man have the same joy that he has on Earth at beholding God and the 
transfigured creation, but his senses and mind are also elevated to see all of 
creation in the light of God. St. Benedict saw in his vision the whole world 
caught in one of the rays of light of God’s glory. Not only does man enjoy, he 
enjoys infinitely better; not only is he happy, he is divinely happy. 

Similarly, a man who is damned to Hell also experiences a super-human, 
supernatural suffering. Not only is Hell forever, but one is resurrected in a 
“glorified” body just as the Blessed only to be tormented with one’s 
augmented senses and mind. As the Catholic Encyclopedia summarizes: “Just 
as the blessed in heaven are free from all pain, so, on the other hand, 
the damned never experience even the least real pleasure.” According to the 
theologians, the pains of hell are separated into two categories, the poena 
damnianti poena sensus, the pain of loss and the pain of the sense. The pain of 
loss is psychological and spiritual pain, the pain at having lost God as the 
Source of all Beatitude: it is the pain of hopelessness and of absolute hatred. 
In comparison with that, the pain of the sense, not just fire but also a host of 
other pains (as Dante’s //i/emopainstakingly describes) is sort of a secondary 
but real pain. Damnation in this system of belief is absolute, irreversible, and 


irredeemable. It never lets up and it never ceases as a manifestation of God’s 
justice, and of the absolute freedom of the human will. 

Here I have to intrude and state that this is the reason why I could never 
accept the Catholic system of belief, or rather, I accepted it but it never really 
made much sense to me. For are human beings really that competent in this 
life to make an absolute decision that lasts for an eternity? Is the nature of 
human existence, of happiness and sadness, joy and loss, tragedy and 
victory, even close to absolute in this life to be a shadow of what happens in 
the next? In the end, as in the Calvinist or Jansenist (that is, the Augustinian 
absolutist) school of theology, the absolute power of God dwarfs the 
fickleness and transitory nature of human action. It’s as if one has to inflate to 
divine proportions human virtue, human love, human solidarity, as well as 
human vice, human hatred, and human selfishness, beyond what they 
actually are: passing moods of animals who may be exceptionally clever but 
who rot in the end all the same. Enter here the ideas of grace and divine aid, 
sure, if you believe in those things. It’s like pouring new wine into old wine 
skins (to use the Biblical parable): it never goes according to plan. 

Even though modern man cast off the sweet yoke of Holy Mother Church (in 
both its Catholic and heretical forms), the smoke of Hell still pervaded his 
thinking. For while the secular anarchist can balk and the leftist shake his 
head at the “superstition” discussed above, he is still haunted by the Ghost of 
Yahweh and the imprint of Jesus’ un-resurrected corpse. For they too have to 
augment Human Power, they have to bestow upon it the Light of Glory of the 
Enlightenment, of pure reason and unsullied will, in order to realize their 
fantasies of Paradise on Earth for the Blessed Proletariat and the Eternal 
Damnation of the Forces of Reaction. The Good, the Oppressed, are always 
Very Good, and the Evil, the Cop, the Politician, and the Banker, are always 
very, very Bad. All Human Action in the Struggle against Domination is 
absolute and unquestioning, for in the Class Struggle or the Struggle Against 
Domination, there is never room for nuance. Just like the Blessed or the 
Damned, the Moral Weight of their actions is definitive, as are their 
punishments. 

How does one deserve damnation or salvation under the Enlightenment 
Faith? Through fostering virtue and shunning vice, or as the secular Christians 
like to call it, the Battle for Progress, Against Domination, Against Capitalism, 
etc. That is why they refuse to tell you HOW they will be able to build the New 
World without oppression, where things are contributed from each according 
to their ability and distributed to each according to their need. The Struggle 
will transform the ordinary oppressed Sinner into the Militant Saint, alienation 



melts away through building new spaces opposed to Domination, and the 
New Revolutionary Person emerges from the ashes of the old society. All 
through what is arduous, as Dante’s guide through the Inferno, Virgil, wrote so 
many centuries ago: 

...facilis descensus Averno; noctes atque diespatet atri ianua Ditis; sed revocare 
gradum superasque evadere ad auras, hoc opus, hie labor est. 

(The gates of hell are open night and day; 

Smooth the descent, and easy is the way: 

But to return, and view the cheerful skies, 

In this the task and mighty labor lies.) 

But of course, the reason why Paradise on Earth never descends from 
Proletarian Heaven is because, just like the fictitious theology discussed 
above, these ideas have little foundation in reality. All human beings are the 
same, they all have reasons why they do what they do, they are all justified in 
their own eyes and in the eyes of the Great Church of Humanity (as they 
perceive it). They are all “innocent”. But if we wanted to go by the numbers, it 
is far, far more likely that the Forces of Order, the Cop, the Banker, and the 
Politician, are in the right because the vast majority of people think that the 
order that they oversee is more or less acceptable, even if it needs tweaking 
here and there. But to be honest, most people are too distracted with sex, 
money, drugs, or their cellphones to notice or care about things like “society” 
or the “future”. That is, there will be no “resurrection” or “glorified” body of the 
revolutionary that will have the empathy and intelligence to create a better 
future. “John Brown’s body lies a-mouldering in the grave,” but his soul will not 
march on. 

There is thus no Heaven and no Hell, or rather, Heaven or Hell are what we 
make of them here. So, say, a group of people decide to kill someone and 
hang their body from a phone booth, what difference does it make? What is a 
human life anyway, who will notice it or grieve it eternally? Who will return it 
from the grave, or raise it up with a martyr’s crown? No one, for the life of the 
mortal is but grass, they flourish like the flower of the field and then they 
wither and die. The premise of Christian civilization is that human life means 
more than what it does, but as the Calusa of what is now southern 
Florida believed: 

In the midst of this they obstinately affirm that human souls do not survive their 
bodies, swallowing the absurdity of their not being any better than the beasts, 


laughing at the strongest of arguments, and turning their backs [to us] when they 
were confounded by having their own erroneous practices thrown up to them. 

So the individualist when he or she acts does not believe in a “society” or a 
“future” that will succeed their action like the Victory of Heaven or Defeat of 
Hell. Their action is both heaven and hell, pleasure and pain, victory and 
defeat, at a human (animal) level, and that is all. He puts no faith in the 
Church of the Left or the Church of Anarchy or even the Church of Humanity 
to triumph over the Powers of Evil (or domination or what have you). They 
only have their egoic pleasure of striking at the target, their hatred of Order, 
and love of Chaos. Damnation and salvation lose meaning here, there is only 
the act, the blood spilled in honor of their chthonic guardian spirits, the Joy of 
Vengeance against those who attack all that is beautiful and inhuman. And 
they will rot and fade away like any animal. That is neither a cause for grief 
nor particularly tragic. That just is what is. 

Of course, the secular Christian can go on believing in the Church of 
Humanity, but he or she has no foundation for it. It is irrational belief, as is the 
belief in Ajajema, Cachiripa, Anhanga, or other spirits. But while an 
individualist can accept spirits knowing his or her own limitations as a merely 
animal intellect, the secular Christian (conservative, liberal, progressive, 
Marxist, anarchist, egoist, etc.) continues to have absolute certainty in his own 
lack of gods, which is merely the worship of himself as a member of the 
Mystical Body of Humanity. But like all civilized idols, the Unknowable will 
topple this one as well, it is only a matter of time. The Heaven of the 
Unknowable will be Hell for Civilization and for Humanity itself, not because it 
“merits” it, but because it believes it “deserves” better. It is sadly mistaken. 

Rothko Chapel 

Scenes from a double life 

In the last few months, it feels like I have closed the shudders of the mind and 
sat in the darkness inside. To a certain extent, even polemic seems distant at 
this point. Yes, I have continued to blog and translate when I can. But as you 
can see, I’ve been elsewhere and otherwise busy. Even my intellectual 
pursuit, medieval metaphysics, has made my thinking quite insular. 

There is a reason for this. As I have insinuated (maybe I am repeating 
myself), after many months of study and polemic, of going outside myself and 
trying to disperse the mind into as many situations and arguments as my 
forces allowed, I felt a bit in the weeds. The subject of this project is too broad, 



its adherents too diverse, and its rhetoric too raw to be able to get my 
bearings for more than a short period of time. To deal with this issue or to 
respond to that argument... in the end, it all becomes too superficial. 

That is the danger of nihilism, I suppose: cheap nihilism, easy nihilism. To 
simply conclude that there is no truth, only feelings; no substance, only 
surface. But even the most “primitive” peoples didn’t believe that, they too 
believed in spirits, in things beyond the daily happenings: in an eternity 
untouched by changeable matter. Maybe they didn’t perceive it very well, but 
they did perceive it. They knew that there were spirits, ghosts, demons, things 
that were before them and things in the future that would come after them... 
One conversation I had indicated to me that “Chicomoztoc,” the Place of the 
Seven Caves, is itself the human head with its seven caves: the senses being 
drawn together into what the Scholastics called the “sensus communis,” the 
common sense that binds all of our perceptions together like the axle unites 
the spokes of a wheel. 

Even the most naked “savage” knew that there was something beyond the 
senses, beyond the ordinary. Many lived their lives as if this was a reality. 
Some achieved this state beyond the senses using plants and other materials 
from nature, other through trances, etc. In our situation, in our rotting material 
world on which the ideological realm teeters, is it possible to achieve a 
“philosophia perennis,” a vision of reality that binds all living and dead worlds 
into one, or at least reduces all of them to what they have in common? The 
answer of course is no, but you can’t know that really unless you try. And that 
is what I am doing. First, however, I am shutting all particulars out to achieve 
a universal, to at some point return to particulars. I do not expect certainty 
from this, but only clarity concerning the scope and depth of the problem. I 
know that I will go to my grave a blind animal, blind not only because of my 
dulled civilized senses, but by the hyper-civilized formation that I will never be 
rid of. 

But of course, the road, this time Houston. I have been to Houston before, and 
was winded by its sheer size and unyielding modernity. The miles and miles of 
cement and asphalt, the unforgiving skyline, the unfathomable vastness of 
roads over filled-in, paved-over swamp. I was reminded why I no longer find 
cities charming (a bit of an understatement there), but still I could see how one 
could get lost in them, in the sheer distraction of having everything available 
under the sun (supposedly). 



The brief time I was there, I saw very little that I can remark on. The first thing 
that was relevant to my interest was Buffalo Bayou Park, which has only been 
completed in the last couple of years. This is an urban park that stretches 
miles through the city, following a major bayou needed as drainage in a region 
that receives 50 inches of rain per year. Of course, here again, civilization 
takes nature into itself under the guise of working “synergistically” with it. In 
the park there were helpful and informative signs concerning how the modern 
vision is to work with nature and not against it. The mayor of Houston is 
quoted on its shiny website : 

Houston owes its very existence to Buffalo Bayou. Today, Buffalo Bayou Partnership 
is taking a neglected waterway and transforming it into an attractive and inviting 
gateway into downtown and beyond. 

Civilization’s approach to nature is often not “either / or” but “both / and”, even 
if this approach is false. Who can blame it? Eco-modernists will be the first to 
jump up and say how nature is change, how previous uncivilized people 
manipulated their environments in “sophisticated” ways, etc. To be honest, I 
am tired of arguing with them. As I have stated previously, the empirical 
evidence is so spotty and the arguments so imbued with epistemic prejudices 
that I don’t see much of a point in pressing the issue one way or the other. 
Also, this all smacks of “if I knew the answer, I would be able to implement the 
solution.” I am a dumb man of around four decades, I know the answer to 
nothing. I can barely make my own life livable, making a “better world” just 
seems like a fool’s errand. 

The only other task that I imposed on my family was a visit to Rothko Chapel. 

I have long been a fan of Mark Rothko, and a Rothko-like print hangs 
prominently in my house. I don’t know why this particular visual artist speaks 
to me, as I am not big into the visual arts (though as a “cultured person” I 
know more about them than most). I entered the chapel with my family and 
was taken aback as to how dark it is. The space consists of fourteen black 
paintings that surround a circle of benches. It was cloudy when I entered the 
space, making the paintings all the more dull and ominous. When the sun 
came out, the light hit the paintings, and I saw the detail, the sublime cloudy 
window that is a Rothko painting. I sat on a cushion in the middle of the room 
and blanked out, watching my family out of the corner of my eye lest the 
children become unruly. That was a sort of Zen-blankness, not something I 
necessarily associate with the sacred, and not something I was necessarily 
comfortable with. But it was a feeling of affinity to this stage of intellectual 
development: close the mind’s eye, and look inside. I am glad I went. 



To try to go beyond the senses, beyond our particularity, in a time and place 
where there is nothing but particularities strung together in a maddening cycle 
of electronic distraction and communication, will no doubt only result in that 
blankness. But even if we get nowhere, even if we come home to see only an 
empty crater of what once was, like that polluted meager creek running past 
skyscrapers, at least we will know what is there, and maybe we will receive a 
glimmer of grace from the Unknowable that once had infinite names but now 
barely has one. I can offer very little in terms of the “active life” to the 
Tendency, but I can offer at least a small exhortation to return to reverence in 
the midst of ruin. You will find that reverence in the most unlikely places, but 
you will have to shut out the noise and realize how small you are. Only in 
recognizing that smallness is it possible to find (if it is there at all, there is no 
guarantee) the song that fills eons with its echoes. 

The river 


Scenes from a double life 

I have commented previously that I am a believer without ritual. This is not 
something that I am fond of admitting. From my youth, I have prayed and 
meditated. I still can rattle off Catholic prayers on command in three 
languages. When I am forced to read the Biblical Psalms, say, in church, their 
poetry and sense of devotion move me, in spite of not being moved by the 
god who they praise and accuse, beg and glorify. There is a hole there, but I 
must admit, it has been there for some years, even during the many of the 
years when I was still a believer in the Christian god. It’s as if I lost my voice 
after a lifetime of singing; my heart has fallen silent, only darkness covers the 
upper vault of my soul. 

So I went down to the river, alone, for it to speak to me. Not that I expect it to 
say anything, not that it “owes” me anything. If I learned anything as a 
believer, it is that God owes us nothing. Insert here instead Wild Nature or the 
Wild God of the World, and the principle remains the same. The first thing a 
mature believer comes to realize is that his needs are not the needs of the 
Whole: sentiment is as fleeting as a summer storm once the sun emerges. 
Indeed, like the hot sun hitting a moist Earth, often a sentiment of consolation 
gives way to worse despair. I have been here many times. It is not about the 
ecstasy of the special moment, but what you do after it has departed. One 
must continue to live. 



This land is sculpted by the waters. The waters threaten it, they threaten to 
cover where I am sitting now, typing the words you read. It is as if we live on a 
floating garden, one that we try to trim meticulously. Yet it continues to be 
overgrown, and little by little, the waters rise. They strike against the artificial 
shore, a shore that wants to be marsh, a street that wants to be swamp, a 
pavement that wants to be mud impassible to the human foot. And the rains 
come and race toward the sea like an anxious lover toward the embrace of 
the Beloved. People long gone lived here for thousands of years, but in many 
ways, their cultures, their comings and goings, were as dynamic as the 
waters. We know little of them because they lived upon the waters, and the 
waters wiped their tracks away. Then more people came and the water wiped 
them away. And soon we will be wiped away... 

“Heraclitus said that we can’t step in the same river twice.” This was the first 
lesson in philosophy I taught my eldest daughter, all of five years old. I taught 
it to her sitting in the river while I splashed with her. “Everything flows,” as 
Heraclitus stated in another fragment. Plato and Aristotle would come along 
and try to found their philosophy on firmer things, on that treasure in Heaven 
(or in our heads) “where moths and vermin do not destroy, and where thieves 
do not break in and steal.” Alas, the world moved too quickly even for the 
Platonic Ideas or Aristotelian Categories. Time took other philosophies and 
pulled them apart with the centrifugal force of moving steel and plastic. Only 
Heraclitus remains, staring at the river... 

Not too far from that river, another girl drowned. It was the same story: I came 
to the clearing, and saw the river gushing with water flowing from North to 
South. I hesitated concerning whether I should plunge in the river that day, but 
I walked on into the forest. The sister river where the girl drowned was 
probably equally ferocious. Of course, as a father, I have been swimming in 
this river with my children since they were small. Seeing one of them drift off 
with the irresistible current is a recurring nightmarish vision. “Don’t go too far, 
stay close!” is something I shout to the children as I feel the current pushing 
them away from me. But that is really the dilemma, is it not? We are pushed 
away from each other, perhaps it has always been like that. Is not all of our 
misery merely a fight against this other misery: the misery of time passing, of 
separation and uncertainty? We try mightily to hold back the river, to prevent 
loved ones from drifting away, we destroy the most beautiful things, including 
ourselves, to do this... But we forget that the human isn’t much. It is like the 
driftwood caught in the river current, or, more accurately, the bottles and 
plastic scrap being pushed downriver by the torrential rains. The human isn’t 



much, just another piece of debris pushed toward the sea by the forces that 
civilization unleashed on the world... 


I went into the river anyway. It was cold at first. I am not a good swimmer. I 
grew up in a place where rivers are rare, and rivers with fast currents rarer. 
Nevertheless, I tried my strength against the river. I swam with the current and 
against it. I was alone, I felt naked without my children. I must have been a 
strange sight to the few bathers gathered along the shore. I held my hand up 
to the current and felt the displaced water rush around it. This was force, this 
was power. Something that could push me as if I were small and insignificant. 

I held up the water to my face in reverence. 

I sat on the shore and heard the thunder in the distance. It was like a 
response to the call of the river. A call and response, an inhuman counterpoint 
of water flowing above and below. I fell silent, completely silent, without 
thought. Yes, this was prayer. Not the prayer one utters, or that one 
memorizes at the nagging behest of one’s mother. Not a prayer you extract 
from your heart on your knees out of some obligation of piety. This was the 
silence that cuts one in half, deeply: the hum of the waters, the low rumble in 
the distance, a sheet of gray rain getting closer. This is the meaning of prayer: 
not the prayer that you recite, but the wordless utterances of the Inhuman that 
pray you. It is the realization that one is merely a syllable in a psalm that has 
been prayed since the beginning of Time, a hymn that will never cease, 
because the Unknowble is eternal and ever-passing away. It prays me, and I 
realize that I am nothing, but I have the seed of everything within, even if it is 
not mine. 

Three Places in New England 

Scenes from a double life 

I. 

I have never been susceptible to xenophobic or nativist rhetoric, partially 
because I come from a family of displaced immigrants. With age, and perhaps 
with comfort, I am beginning to understand it. I was in a place, let us not say 
where exactly, that attracts capital and talent from all over the world. Unlike 
the U.S. Southeast, this would constitute REAL America: the United States of 
America as people imagine it to be. 



In a market, there were people from all over, but mostly Asians. I can only 
assume that they were Chinese in their majority, and very affluent. I have read 
in many places that the boom in industry in China over the last twenty years 
has produced a new crypto-bourgeoisie, one with more money than they know 
what to do with. The boom that brought us cheap plastic goods at Wal-Mart or 
similar stores made these people rich, and now they are coming to where rich 
people flock; this time, I’m assuming, to educate their children. No doubt, 
those trying to sell them things welcome them with open arms. But having 
lived a better part of a decade in a place where capital and talent doesn’t 
flock, or at least not as much, I was reminded about the changing face of 
hyper-civilized 21st century reality. As in many other instances, there are 
winners and losers, and this is definitely a place for winners. 

But being supposedly a native of this land (though with shallow roots), I can 
sympathize with those who fear that the reality that they grew up with will soon 
be no more. At the base of nativist politics is the real lack of control of the 
“normal” person over their fate and prosperity. As civilization unfolds itself into 
its most rigorous and logical formation, those who do not “win,” those who are 
less skilled, less “gifted”, and less affluent will have to take whatever they are 
offered, and that looks increasingly like serving and accepting a new 
globalized elite, a ruling class without roots or culture. And they are supposed 
to love and accept that reality or be labeled a bigot or backwards or worse. 

And in spite of the Trumps and aspiring cyber-Neonazis of the world, they will 
accept it, because money talks and rhetoric walks. But like any caged animal, 
they will lash out, perhaps in self-destructive and anti-social ways. 

All of this of course dooms “progressive” politics. The only change people will 
be able to lobby for is inherently backward and counterproductive. With the 
movement of goods and capital comes the movement of people, and the most 
affluent will come first, then the rest. The only way to rebel against this reality 
is to cling to a world that no longer is and that no longer can be: from there 
comes the nativism and xenophobia, the individualist crime, the mass shooter, 
and other anti-social behavior. Unless you win all, and unless you embrace 
the faceless digital order of innovation and hashtags, you might as well not 
exist. 

This won’t lead to revolution. Revolution assumes an old world of factories 
and punching a clock, of immobile capital and national markets. The machine 
is bigger than that now, it is bigger than class struggle or human liberation. 



We are its servants, and those who are useful are rewarded, and those who 
aren’t will be disposed of. Soon there will be no middle ground. 


The real enemy of Wild Nature is not technology or even humanity 
specifically. It is human excellence. Let us go back to Homer: apn-q is a term 
found in ancient Greek that initially meant excellence, usually in battle or other 
bellicose arts. If I am able to conquer and slay my enemies, I have apsiq in its 
initial sense. This passes into the Latin alphabet with the word virtus from 
which we get the word, “virtue”. In the Great Procession of Civilization, 
qualities found in Homer’s Achilles or in Seneca’s Hercules were less and less 
coveted, and those which were more coveted are self-control, humility, thrift, 
and above all, obedience. Obedience is the first and most important quality of 
machines, and machines are found to be the most powerful means to get 
things done. The sword of the ancient Greek hero is nothing compared to the 
drone that destroys from afar thanks to an algorithm developed by engineers 
with inferior physical capabilities. While the warrior might be a better subject 
for an epic story, it is the obedient soldier, as part of a mass (see my 
references to the factory above) who has won the most battles of the past few 
hundred years. Though some may invoke ideas of courage or heroism out of 
nostalgia, the reality of the modern army for many centuries has been 
obedience with some training plus technology. 

The genius of civilization then is to assume all forms of human excellence into 
itself. It still has specialized commandos, perhaps some of the best soldiers 
who have ever fought, for whenever it needs them. But it also has pacifists 
who deliver their mail, and people who outright oppose capitalism itself 
teaching their kids. Civilization works because it can assimilate all forms of 
human excellence into itself. It is not afraid of diversity or difference (again, 
see above), it welcomes these as valued contributions to the endeavor of 
human striving. Even primitivism has been assumed into civilization through 
fad “paleo” diets and practices like Waldorf education which try to counter the 
abstraction of modern learning. You can’t really ideologically attack civilization 
because it accepts your criticism and uses it to improve itself. 

That is why there’s no use pointing out how harmful civilization is to the 
human animal. Civilization wants and actively seeks the well-being of the 
human animal, it just does it in a way that destroys all other life on the planet. 
Let us look at one of the Greek words for sin: apctpiia. Literally, this means, 
“missing the mark.” If apeiri means always hitting a target, say, with a spear or 



an arrow, sin means to not hit the target. It doesn’t really matter what target 
we are talking about, that is for capital and the computers to decide. The goal 
of human excellence is to accomplish whatever it seeks out to do, without 
regard for actual cultural content or moral consequences (in many cases). 
There is thus no use in proposing alternative forms of community, or criticizing 
the hyper-civilized as lazy or stupid etc. All you propose as improvements will 
be assimilated into the vast network of machines known as civilization: 
machines that think, work, and entertain. That is why nihilism is the only 
answer, even if it too is assimilated into civilization. There is nothing positive 
to propose because civilization has won, and even if you try to point out the 
sliver of authenticity still within the hyper-civilized, it will be harvested as well 
for the latest app or algorithm. 

Here I come to what I am doing here: sometimes I think polemic is a waste of 
time, because it is argument itself that is the object of my polemic. At the risk 
of being nonsensical, I know that what I say does not seek to convince all of 
what I believe or even that what I believe is reasonable. In this sense, it 
misses the mark of reasoning: to compel agreement by showing that my view 
better conforms with the state of things as they are. I simply do not think that 
is possible, especially with seven billion other points of view at play. Even my 
best dialectic and string of syllogisms undermine what I say, so perhaps it is 
best not to say it. By showing the fallacies of others, I am participating in the 
same ritual that I seek to oppose. So there is no use, other than to “test one’s 
strength” against civilized reason, to show that one does not settle for “cheap 
nihilism” but rather formulates a robust (if futile) one. Or sometimes you have 
to learn things the hard way, literally. 

The only dignified response is to not participate and/or to attack: non serviam. I 
will not serve. 

III. 


Due in altum. 

There are times I still seek authenticity, somewhere. These are my weakest 
moments. These are the times of doubt and uncertainty. I am not the man I 
used to be. I used to have wonder. I used to fear. I used to love many and 
hate some. I am getting older I suppose. Life has blunted the spear of my 
heart like a stubborn stone. 


Canst thou draw out leviathan with an hook? or his tongue with a cord which thou 
lettest down? Canst thou put an hook into his nose? or bore his jaw through with a 



thorn? Will he make many supplications unto thee? will he speak soft words unto 
thee? Will he make a covenant with thee? wilt thou take him for a servant for ever? 
Wilt thou play with him as with a bird? or wilt thou bind him for thy maidens? Shall 
the companions make a banquet of him? shall they part him among the merchants? 
Canst thou fill his skin with barbed irons? or his head with fish spears? 

It is alright in the end if we bow to idols, even if we hate ourselves for doing 
so. We must have great patience with ourselves. It is not that we are “doing 
the best we can”. That’s an idiotic statement. But what can we expect of 
ourselves, if we chase after the handiwork of man, if we cannot distinguish 
between awe and infatuation? If we are drawn to the Glories of Progress as to 
the enchantments of a whore? We only have one lifetime, and we are not that 
wise, nor is there anyone there to teach us. Only understand: this isn’t it. 

There is more to it than this. Hate all you want, smash everything, perhaps 
even dream of starting over. But this is not all there is. You will not see all that 
there is, but it is still out there. Open your heart to that, and despair not. 

So is this great and wide sea, wherein are things creeping innumerable, both small 
and great beasts. 

There go the ships: there is that leviathan, whom thou hast made to play therein. 

How am I to guide this little one, if I am so lost myself? She sleeps on me and 
I hear her breath again. When they are first born, you wait for their every 
breath, and little by little, you come to expect it. It is not an easy process to get 
to that expectation. Often you wake up in the middle of the night just to see if 
they are still breathing. 

Little one, I love you still. Maybe I don’t know what it is to love anymore. All I 
know is that I love you now, and I will love you always. All I know is that I love 
in the present, and love is the present. All reasons fail here, and perhaps my 
failure is all I worship now. Accept this failure, this uncertainty, and let it be 
your lullaby until the night comes. We only have today, and I will be with you. 
This is enough for me. 

A new heaven, a new earth 

A short eco-extremist reflection on Pentecost 

Emitte Spiritum tuum et creabuntur; Et renovabis faciem terrae. ( Send forth Thy 
Spirit and they shall be created. And Thou shalt renew the face of the earth.) 
“And I saw a new heaven and a new earth. For the first heaven and the first 
earth was gone...” 



(Apocalypse, 21:1) 


The Christian ideal for nature is the Garden: Nature at the service of Man. In 
the Christian vision, Man is the apex of visible creation, slightly below the 
angels. In fact, Man is the Union between visible and invisible creation (the 
realm of Angels and spirits). For Man, unlike the brute animal, has both a 
mortal body and an immortal soul: through his intellect he becomes all things 
intentionally, that is, immaterially. To have an idea of an object in my head, I 
become that object, or rather, I take into myself the perfections placed into it 
by the Creator. It is for this reason that God becomes Man: to join visible and 
invisible creation in Jesus Christ. And learning of this plan before Time began, 
it is the reason that the fallen angels revolted against God. 

With the Fall of Man through his disobedience to God, Nature becomes 
uncooperative and resists Man. Man dies, women suffer in childbirth, and all 
must earn their bread by the sweat of their brow. Nature, being inferior to 
Man, rebels against Man, just as Man rebels against God. Thus, one essential 
aspect of the Church (sKKArioia or assembly in Greek) was the restoration of 
Creation as renewed in the God-Man Jesus. According to Christian theology, 
the Church comes into being fifty days after Jesus’ resurrection from the dead, 
on what is now the feast of Pentecost, when the Holy Ghost descends on 
Jesus’ followers as a great wind and in tongues of fire. Here is a traditional 
icon of Pentecost according to early Christian art: 








Notice the crowned figure in the middle: that represents the Cosmos. In the 
Mystery of the Church, we find the New Creation reordered to obey Man just 
as Man obeys God. This was foreshadowed in the Gospels themselves, when 
Jesus calms the winds during a storm: “But the men marvelled, saying, What 
manner of man is this, that even the winds and the sea obey him!” (Matthew 
8:27) Similarly, throughout the history of Christian asceticism and sanctity, 
figures like St. Francis of Assisi and Seraphim of Sarov could tame and feed 
wild beasts out of their hands. Jesus and his holiest followers thus were seen 
as foreshadowing a return to the Garden of Eden in this life, where the lion 
lies down with the lamb and swords are beaten into plowshares. 

Enter then this map: 


Source 

Now, I am the first to laugh at the foolishness of the high priests of the hyper- 
civilized, but when they all seem to be speaking the same words of doom, that 
gives me pause. Having gone into so much Christian theology above, what 
needs to be said is that Christianity had to cast off its superstitious chrysalis to 
become the secular techno-industrial capitalism it is today, and only in that 
manner has it realized the dream of writers of the Bible: the complete 
transformation of nature, the destruction of entire regions and the emergence 
of others, etc. The world becomes warmer, the sea levels rise, some places 
become deserts, others fertile, and the spirits of the Earth are silenced. 
Perhaps it is a bit too convenient, a “just-so story”, to blame ecocide on first 
century Christian writers who could not possibly foresee the massive death 
and destruction that their ideological progeny would unleash on the Earth. 
Nevertheless, the inclination to think of a “new heaven and new earth” when 
looking at this map is irresistible to me in this instance. 

No doubt, for some, this presents an opportunity. Climate refugees already 
appear to be a reality. New cities in Antarctica will no doubt be a profitable 
enterprise for developers. According to this map, even the “re-wilders” will 
have many abandoned areas to live out their hunter-gatherer future primitive, 
while the rest of techno-industrial civilization continues its march toward a 
transhuman future. Indeed, we could say that, in maps such as these, techno¬ 
industrial civilization is already thinking about the “next step”. Far from 
collapsing, it will just pick up and start again. It’s possible though not 



absolutely certain. No doubt this scenario will also entail a massive culling of 
humanity. But like an automated factory, techno-industrial civilization only 
needs enough humans to supervise the machines, and that number gets 
smaller and smaller each year. 

The most a-moral position here is the typical justification that “nature is 
change”. No environment is static, the Earth and the cosmos have gone 
through a myriad of changes throughout their existence. This will be no 
different. It occurred at an accelerated pace this time, certainly, but there is no 
reason to get worked up over it. After all, the Good of Man is the only good, 
and as long as that is maximized, it doesn’t matter how many deserts had to 
be made and how many species killed. In the end, to the victors belong the 
spoils. 

The one thing that the hyper-civilized forget is that the war is never over. 

Unlike with the primitivist, it is not enough for the eco-extremist to merely be 
left alone in his “re-wilded” enclave to prepare to wage a (continuously 
deferred) war against civilization in the future. We of that perspective look at 
that map with nothing but disgust and see in it as well the Christian hyper- 
civilized desire to re-make Wild Nature in its own image. We reject the 
Garden, we reject the Heavenly Jerusalem to be constructed in western 
Antarctica, we reject the idea that all of the flora and fauna of the Earth, as 
well as mountains, valleys, and rivers, are merely the “collateral damage” that 
techno-industrial civilization inflicts to preserve itself. Someone will answer for 
this, someone will pay. The revolt against the Garden, against the God-Man, 
began when Lucifer fell from Heaven, and it is the War that the eco-extremists 
continue, with Wild Nature at their side. 

After God created Adam, who was alone, He said, ‘It is not good for man to be alone ’ 
(Gen. 2:18). He then created a woman for Adam, from the earth, as He had created 
Adam himself and called her Lilith. Adam and Lilith began to fight. She said, 7 will 
not lie below, ’ and he said, 7 will not lie beneath you, but only on top. For you are fit 
only to be in the bottom position, while I am to be in the superior one. ’Lilith 
responded, ‘We are equal to each other inasmuch as we were both created from the 
earth. ’ But they would not listen to one another. When Lilith saw this, she pronounced 
the Ineffable Name and flew away into the air. Adam stood in prayer before his 
Creator: ‘Sovereign of the universe! ’ he said, ‘the woman you gave me has run away. ’ 
The Alphabet of ben Sira 



Nihilism Strikes Back 


This self-destructive dimension has nothing to do with the politics of the Middle East. 
It is even counterproductive as a strategy. Though Isis proclaims its mission to restore 
the caliphate, its nihilism makes it impossible to reach a political solution, engage in 
any form of negotiation, or achieve any stable society within recognised borders... 

The systematic association with death is one of the keys to understanding today’s 
radicalisation: the nihilist dimension is central. What seduces and fascinates is the 
idea of pure revolt. Violence is not a means. It is an end in itself. 

-From Vho are the new jihadis? 

I have already described extensively why nihilism isn’t my cup of tea precisely. 
However, new nihilist texts that have come out recently (aligned with the eco- 
extremist tendency) have appeared both on the regular Internet and Dark Net. 
Unlike most nihilist texts that I don’t care much for, they are violently oriented 
outward. On merely the basis of tactics, I have no objections to them. On the 
contrary, I thought an audio file of some of them was needed, so I produced 
one. 

Perhaps nihilism is the algebra of the death-agony of civilization, even if such 
an agony ends up being a prolonged and torturous affair. Perhaps every 
ideological coating to this underlying nihilism is ultimately not important. One 
can manifest nihilism while paying lip service to the umma just as much as one 
can do it in more blatant and less mystified ways. However, those of us with a 
more “ecological” and spiritual orientation may feel a bit uneasy at the egoist / 
nihilist slant of these recent texts. 

I don’t think we should, as there is plenty of room for more spiritual 
inclinations within the Tendency. However, we should also come to appreciate 
nihilism as a prophylactic that keeps us honest. I used to think that eco- 
extremism was a via media between nihilism and primitivism, but I no longer 
think that this is the case. 

Counterfactuals are the midwife of hope: what “could have been” often 
becomes “what could be” even when the likelihood of escaping an unpleasant 
situation is almost nil. Dwelling too much on the past can make us identify 
ourselves too much in the past, and that is the essence of (bad) romanticism. 
We can mourn the past, we can even worship it, but we cannot know it totally, 
or even subsume our current self in it. The world as is is the only one we can 
know, what happened needed to happen, even if that teleological premise is 
not really justified. It is, however, the only assumption we can make, because 
things simply cannot be otherwise. The past forms part of what we are now, 
but it cannot transform us into something else. We are what we are, hyper- 
civilized, contradictory, and angry. What we could possibly seek in the past is 


not healing, but courage; not the will to create, but the desire to destroy 

(animus delendi). 

People get uncomfortable when I cite the Christian Bible, so I am going to 
keep doing it. This time, I go to the Old Testament, and the story of Samson 
and Delilah. For those who forgot their Sunday school lessons, Samson was a 
Nazarene promised to God from birth by his mother, and was given 
superhuman strength by God in exchange for keeping his vows as a 
Nazarene (specifically, not cutting his hair). With this strength, he served as a 
judge over Israel, defending his people from its enemies. Delilah, a 
Philistine, seduced Samson and got him to tell her the secret of his powers. 
Delilah then cut Samson’s hair and rendered him defenseless. Samson 
was then blinded and thrown into the prison of his enemies. 

In defeat and disgrace, Samson did not ask Yahweh, the Lord of Hosts mighty 
in battle, for salvation or to have his strength restored to once again lead his 
people. He asked merely for a brief moment of strength to slay his enemies 
and restore a modicum of his glory: 

And Samson called unto the Lord, and said, O Lord God, remember me, I pray thee, 
and strengthen me, I pray thee, only this once, O God, that I may be at once avenged 
of the Philistines for my two eyes. 

And Samson took hold of the two middle pillars upon which the house stood, and on 
which it was borne up, of the one with his right hand, and of the other with his left. 
And Samson said, Let me die with the Philistines. And he bowed himself with all his 
might; and the house fell upon the lords, and upon all the people that were therein. So 
the dead which he slew at his death were more than they which he slew in his life. 

The spiritual eco-extremist thus knows better than to pray for the salvation of 
himself / herself or humanity or even loved ones. Like Samson, he knows he 
is condemned. The one thing he asks of the Unknowable is the strength to 
avenge himself against his enemies, to smite those who have smote the Earth 
with their domestication and pride. There is no other prayer that the human 
animal can offer, no other worthy of being heard. Whether one believes in 
spirits or not, the hatred is the same, the means are the same, the end is the 
same. Nothing is resolved until it can start over, and no human power can 
reverse what has been done. 


The bomb, the bullet, and the blade: the rest is interpretation. 

Law and Order anarchists 


ne of the reasons why I departed the Left has a justification in what Stalin said 
of the Pope. When asked when dividing up Europe after the Second World 
War if he should consider the position of the Vatican, it is said that Stalin 
quipped, “How many divisions does the Pope have?” Substitute “the Pope” for 
“the Left” and you have the fundamental question as to why anyone should 
bother being a progressive leftist: “How many divisions does the Left have? 
How many divisions do anarchists have?” Well, as I’ve insinuated, there’s 
Rojava, so that’s one which is fighting in a ethno-religious quagmire that will 
likely end badly. How about in other places where anarchists and leftists talk a 
good game? 

For example, a popular cry among anarchists / communists everywhere is 
“Abolish the Prisons!” or “Abolish the Police!” Well, that’s nice, but who are 
you going to replace them with? As with all leftist dreaming / thinking, it’s 
always “we’ll see,” “that’s not important,” or they think that human nature is 
inherently good and we’ll all be pleasantly surprised by how well-behaved 
people become once we get rid of all bodies of armed men forcing them to 
behave. Of course, they can come up with any number of anecdotal cases of 
when authority collapsed but people behaved anyway, in cooperation and 
solidarity. Rest assured, it is the Law that creates the sinner, as St. Paul said 
(Paul being the first anarchist, really). Or as St. John of the Cross wrote, 
perhaps foreshadowing Mount Carmel as the True Anarchy: Yaporaqulno 
hay camino porque para el justo no hay ley; el para si se es ley (Here there is no 
path because for the just man, there is no law; he is a law unto himself.) 

That is a great leap of faith, one that few (i.e practically no one) would take in 
hyper-civilized society. While the believer in Marx or Bakunin thinks that 
people would behave if you just stopped coercing them, most are glad that the 
FBI and NSA have eyes and ears everywhere, looking for murders and child 
pornographers (and eco-extremists maybe). The average person would look 
at the feeble proposals of the cop-hating leftist/anarchist (“workers’ / 
neighborhood patrols and militias”) and just laugh. (“How are those different 
from cops?”) Let me help them out there: something about accountability and 
local control, something about class solidarity and restorative justice, etc. etc. 
For people who want to change the world, they certainly have no argument. 
Even in places where law and order are greatly respected, and crimes are 
punished quite swiftly, thieving and spousal abuse still take place, as well 
as assaults and the occasional murder. And cross into the city, forget about it. 
Someone is getting shot or assaulted every night practically. 

So let me paint the picture further: say, in the really unlikely event (like 
astronomically unlikely) these dreamers finally get their workers’ state or 
autonomous zones or what have you. What do you do to people who rob, 



murder, rape, etc.? You need to detain them, you need to have people who 
can detain them, you need a place to put them while they are detained, etc. 
That sounds like a criminal justice system to me. You can say that, at some 
point, human beings will be reconfigured to no longer be alienated and 
somehow be nicer to everyone they can’t possibly know, but how long is that 
going to take? Is that any consolation to the person who gets their laptop 
stolen, the woman who is raped, the people victimized by child pornography, 
and the victims of crazy eco-extremist violence (which, admittedly, is quite 
small compared to the rest of the crimes mentioned here)? How long before 
solidarity and that intersectional love for all humankind finally kick in? Maybe 
you can get a terror going to purge all of the nasty criminal elements 
(including any suspected eco-extremists, and everyone who hasn’t outright 
condemned them, you can’t be too careful)? Please stop me if any of this 
seems familiar. 

So yes, I get it, you’re mad at ITS. You’re MAD, MAD, MAD. “They’ve just 
passed into being serial killers!” is something I’ve heard many times in the last 
week or so. (I should note that you’ve probably just started to pay attention. 
What else do you think they were doing?) And serial killers are awful, aren’t 
they? Good thing the anarchist shock troops are on the ground hunting them 
down... wait, what was that, anarchists don’t have any shock troops or an 
intelligence agency? Darn, well that is a pickle. I bet they are forming super¬ 
effective armed guards to protect people from ITS and all of the other 
undesirables... Oh, they don’t have guns and can’t have them down there 
(legally)? That’s right, the STATE is the one doing the protecting, all of those 
poor feminists are marching to make the STATE do something. Do they think 
that some sort of Confederation of Anarchist Squats with a standing army 
exists for these situation? Deciding who does the dishes every night after 
communal meal probably involves a struggle session in and of itself, so I 
doubt that such an army will be forthcoming any time soon... 

So barring that, all the anarchists and leftists have is moral suasion, backed 
by State violence, to ask that ITS (and the criminal element in general) please, 
pretty please stop the violence, or else... or else the Big Bad Cops who 
they hate otherwise might accidentally do their job and “protect us” (at least 
this one time). Because, of course, the point of Anarchy is to reassure 
everyone that, in the end, the world is not as dangerous as the bourgeoisie 
say it is, so please unlock your doors, disband the police and “trust us”. After 
all, anarchists tend to come from the most foresighted and intelligent sectors 
of society that know exactly how things are run and are able to implement 
their plans without anyone ever getting hurt. 



I suppose the anarchists should thank bourgeois domination for having crafted 
such well-behaved, domesticated citizens who, once there are no more traffic 
signals and private property, won’t go off and start killing and raping people. 

Or they will organically and “from below” institute new forms of social 
organization that look just like the State but of course aren’t the State because 
(insert reasons here). Or they’ll just withdraw into their autonomous zones and 
let the rest of society go to Hell. But whatever you do, don’t let any lack of a 
plan dissuade you from the beautiful dream of Anarchy, where all language is 
gender-inclusive and no one is ever, ever offended by anything anyone says. 
After all, anarchists have extensive experience diving in dumpsters and 
holding book fairs. Running a society can’t be that much harder, right? 

Fragment 


Contemporary people seem to think that the best way to get rid of influences 
of the past is merely to forget them. However, all that results from this is belief 
in vague concepts with little-understood origins. Here, I would like to posit the 
intimate tie between alchemy and politics. From Descartes to Hegel and 
beyond, the influence of the occult arts on society is more than evident. Isaac 
Newton was just as obsessed with alchemy as he was with physics. 

Alchemy is the transformation of ordinary metals into such precious metals as 
gold and silver, often through incantations or other symbolic rituals. The 
underlying idea behind it was transformation: going from something ordinary 
and unappealing to something extraordinary and desirable. This 
transformation captivated the ideas of modern thinkers, especially once the 
scientific discipline discarded alchemy as a means of actual physical 
transformation. How else could we interpret Hegel’s saying of reason being, 
“the rose in the cross of the present”? 

So what radical politics in particular has become (not that many pay attention 
to it anymore) is the idea that a better and more desirable society can emerge 
from a billion points of banality. That is, that a mass of undisciplined and 
uneducated automatons could create utopia if only one adds some magic 
ingredient (ideology, politics, religion, etc.) As if human beings had multiple 
lives to live and those lives weren’t engrossed in making a living, keeping 
body and soul together, and perhaps catching snippets of entertainment now 
and again. As if life could be otherwise if only we will it so. There are those 
who could go on about the material or political reasons on why this can 



happen, but the fact that is hasn’t and shows no signs of occurring permits me 
to ignore their arguments. 


What then is the only thing left to do but purge oneself of this sort of utopian 
thinking; to reject the human itself with all of its supposed obligations and 
constrictions? If banality is all that there is, does not the dream to escape it 
also become a banality? Do not the loftiest sentiments become the most 
puerile escapism, the most Herculean efforts merely the futile beating of air? 
Another (perhaps slightly more interesting) way to “pass the time”? And yet 
this banality traps even the well-intentioned in a vicious circle that destroys all 
within and outside of us that is worthy of any admiration and wonder. What 
then is left here but complete negation, a lack of concern for the hyper- 
civilized and their moral codes? An absolute disdain for even the most well- 
conceived Utopia or “liberated space”? 

Once more, on being a nihilist parent 


Of all of the criticism that I have received in the past few days, little of it merits 
a response other than what I already have stated. To be honest, I can foresee 
that, from here on out, all criticism will be met by copy-and-paste jobs from 
other texts to which we answered the same criticism. But one critic asked, 
“Don’t these people have families, etc.?” Well yes, we do. And to answer very 
briefly: 

We didn’t get seven billion people on the planet by acting like ITS. We didn’t 
burn down forests because we wanted to carry out indiscriminate attacks, we 
didn’t slaughter the peoples who lived in them because we were nihilists. Oil 
spills don’t happen because people are psychopaths. “Feminicides” don’t 
cause smog. The extreme defense of Wild Nature doesn’t glue people to 
screens and make them blissfully unaware of all of the problems that are 
going on around them... The tactic of any dishonest critic is to project their 
own sins on the object of criticism. Eco-extremism didn’t destroy the planet. 
Solidarity did. Morality did. Cooperation did. Love did. Yes, love, that nice 
fuzzy feeling that supposedly will save us all. “All men are brothers plighted...” 
If only my heart expands to encompass the whole universe, I can save all of 
my brothers (and sisters and non-binary siblings, let’s be inclusive here.) 



I love my children so I’ll fight for a better life... until repression happens, then 
I’ll stop and just do what I’m told. I’ll oppose capitalism so I can give my 
children a better future... but I have to put food on the table right now. Marx 
doesn’t pay my bills. I’ll oppose civilization that makes my children sick... but 
my children need medical care now so I won’t oppose it too much, maybe 
tomorrow... and on and on and on... A “better future” is a gamble: nothing 
ventured, nothing gained. And the chips one plays with are one’s children. 

And you realize why no one wants to play. 

So there you go. The reason I do what I do, why I’m like an eco-extremist 
booster or whatever, is the same reason that I am a parent, or has a lot to do 
with it. Because I will crawl over anyone and everything to give my kids what 
they need. I will tear to shreds whoever tries to hurt them. I won’t hesitate to 
give them whatever they need to prosper in the techno-industrial context. Now 
multiply me by 3.5 billion, and you see a little problem. Or rather, you see the 
world that we have now: full of healthy, vaccinated, well-fed human beings 
wrecking every last nook and cranny of the world and thinking about going 
into space so they can wreck that too... A society without a future filled with 
young people expecting a future: this can only end badly. A society where 
people love their children so much they will wreck the only world their children 
have to give it to them, not realizing they’re just committing suicide. We’re just 
dumb apes running on Stone Age software at the end of the day. 

So yes, if the eco-extremists or any other sickos come near my kids, of course 
I would fight them to the death. But I am not proud of that. I am certainly not 
proud of it to the extent that I will stop doing any of this. Hyper-civilized society 
gave me a certain set of mental tools to work with, and all of these tell my that 
my well-being, as well as the well-being of those I love, is predicated on their 
eventual destruction, and the destruction of the only life worth living. So what 
am I to do? Lapse back into wishful thinking, think this is some sort of moral 
and not a physical problem? Double down on the values and morality that got 
us here in the first place? Or tell the truth? That’s a tough one. But I’ve always 
been stubborn, I suppose. 

The thin blue line 


Scenes from a double life 



A strange icon has emerged around here in the past year or so. Perhaps the 
trend to display it is much older than that, but its recent proliferation is notable 
at least from my perspective. It can be described as a blue line with black 
lines on the top and bottom of it, or an American flag in blue, black, and white 
color colors, with a blue line in the middle, or several variations of the same 
image. Sometimes it makes an appearance in a bumper sticker or in a sign 
that says, “Blue Lives Matter” or “God Bless All Police.” This is a play on the 
“Black Lives Matter” trope that has emerged among progressive sectors in the 
United States in the last few years; this against the supposed observation that 
police shoot black people with disproportionate frequency as compared to the 
rest of the population. Maybe this prevalence of the “blue line” is a direct 
reaction to that leftist political movement, perhaps it has emerged from the 
general societal malaise. Nevertheless, it has become more and more 
pronounced in the last few months. 

In my own (double) life, there is a certain relief at having the police around. 
They are parked near playgrounds, near stores, really where lots of people 
conglomerate. There is a police station within a short distance of my children’s 
school. We the hyper-civilized feel assured by their presence; yes, it seems 
reassuring. After all, we have ceded the monopoly on violence to the state. 
That is the elemental stipulation of the social contract: we leave vengeance 
and punishment to the gendarme of the bourgeoisie, and we then “morally 
support” those who do the “dirty work” of protecting us. Thus, the “blue line” is 
shown protecting us from the black lines of anarchy and chaos. 

The ironic twist is that everyone here is armed. As in much of the South, this 
is an “open carry” state. If I want to carry around a pistol on my belt, and I am 
not excluded from doing so because I am a felon or some other legal reason, I 
can. And people have guns: from dinky handguns to AR-15s and everything in 
between. If the citizenry wanted to revolt (a rather absurd proposition from 
where I am sitting), they certainly have enough weapons to give the forces of 
order a run for their money. Many have even served in combat overseas: the 
number of vehicles with veterans’ bumper stickers driving around here is quite 
large. But these gun owners are far more likely to use those guns FOR order 
and not against it: they are far more likely to lend their services and 
ammunition to the service of police and the state should the need arise. 

Contrast this to more urban areas, which tend to be more “progressive” in 
their outlook. Very few who hold radical political views there have even held a 
gun, let alone fired one. They still pretend that the forces of order would easily 
topple to be replaced by glorious Freedom through sheer force of numbers... 
once the sleeping masses wake up. But, again, this has been the dream since 



1789, and once the masses turn out, they always end up turning back in, as 
business as usual is needed to spur the growth of techno-industrial progress. 
Still, there are the losers, those living in the inner city where law and order are 
less dependable (let us stop using euphemisms and just say, “black people”). 
For the leftists, these losers, the slum-dwellers, the forgotten of society, 
should be the ones who hate the “thin blue line” the most, the ones that are its 
greatest victims. Practically, however, the dream of these people is to escape 
into the safety of the suburbs where their kids have a shot at an education and 
a future. All leftist protests to the contrary, no one loves the slum, not even the 
people who live there. 

And no one loves the slum because of criminals (to continue to not beat 
around the bush). It’s easy to think about fairness and justice when you no 
longer fear being stabbed on the street or having your laptop stolen. The main 
leftist idea is that, once the “thin blue line” (i.e. the police) is removed, people 
will just continue on as is, or do even better in life. The premise of progress is 
that “life, liberty, and the pursuit of happiness” are co-natural to being human 
and thus The People taken as a whole would grant them to each and every 
human being if only Big Bad State and Capital would just get out of the way. 

Of course, those who put “God Bless All Cops” bumper-stickers on their cars 
would beg to differ, and the latter are far more numerous than the former. 

Even more indicative is that these law-abiding citizens would consider the 
Anarchist / Communist Cop-Hater as little better than a criminal. Criminal: now 
there is a problematic term. The leftist and anarchist flee the classification of 
criminal like a hypochondriac flees a plague. They can brook no tolerance for 
this term because it undermines the very premise of their ideal: namely, that 
society could easily function, or even better, it would prosper infinitely more 
without coercion and property. For the law-abiding citizen, the anti-fascist 
militant leftist is little better than a criminal undermining the fabric of society. 
Even the most insurrectionary anarchist praising bank robberies has to 
baptize these extralegal re-appropriations of funds as an “expropriation”: using 
the trope of social banditry to rail against the fundamental injustice of the fat- 
cats and police. “Criminal,” however, continues to be a pejorative term. 

This is in keeping with their Enlightened civilized logic. For there is indeed “no 
honor among thieves.” The criminal is an opportunist, he has no interest in 
building solidarity unless it serves a selfish end. He may seek passive 
cooperation but he’ll always settle for fear and possibly terror. It is arguable 
that in much of the world, criminality and legality go hand-in-hand. In the 



United States, it is the rule of law that is the most valued luxury: corruption, 
while perhaps rampant, has to be hidden, and the right palms always greased. 
But mainly, it has to be predictable with the illusion of fairness. Criminality is 
always a sloppier and less desirable way of doing things, with plenty of room 
in the margins for the darkest side of humanity to play. 

The eco-extremist is one who embraces the “criminal” characterization without 
any reservation or protest. Perhaps he or she is the only one who does this, 
as they seek nothing from society other than the pleasure of seeing it 
destroyed. Just as techno-industrial society has passed from civilization into 
hyper-civilization, with the complete and utter dependence of the human on 
technology and domestication, so the eco-extremist passes from criminality 
into hyper-criminality. There is nothing this society has to offer that can buy 
him or her off. There is only war, fire, and bloodshed. 

What does all of this say about the hyper-civilized themselves? Let us leave 
the U.S. for a moment, and go to Mexico, with the corruption of the major 
parties; or Chile under Pinochet and the aftermath; Argentina during and after 
the junta; and the same situation in Brazil etc. Why did people tolerate 
corruption and dictatorship other than out of a deep existential fear of 
criminality? Did the People not think of the lefty idiots who wanted to “save” 
them as “criminals,” or at least fear the characterization enough to let them get 
tortured and disappeared? And yet the commies and anarchos return to the 
People like a kicked dog to its master begging to be loved. And why would 
“The People” not look at these impractical spoiled brats jacking off to theory 
and not label them as little better than criminals? And why would the Left or 
the Anarchists not protest that they are not criminals, since this abusive 
relationship is all that they have? 

I have expressed my reservations in the last few weeks about the new turn in 
The Tendency toward extinctionism. However, in thinking about the “thin blue 
line” and what it means, I realize that any objection to it at this stage is like 
straining the gnat yet swallowing the camel. In an ideal situation, I would want 
some primitive society to arise out of the rubble that could live in subjugation 
to Wild Nature as had been the case for thousands of years. And yet, I can 
offer no mechanism, no means by which to make this a reality. All I have to do 
is look to those who hold the “thin blue line.” The material element, the 
concrete human element, simply isn’t there for a “re-wilded future”: these 
people will defend this society, this techno-industrial civilization, to the last 
man. What’s more, they love it. They consider it freedom. More strip malls, 



more pollution, more progress, more destruction of wild places, more 
domestication, more, more, more. Why should I help people who won’t help 
themselves, whose very existence is parasitic? Do I want to save THESE 
people, the only people left? Someone once told me that a dream without a 
plan is a wish. To dream of a Feral Future without a viable plan to de- 
domesticate the hyper-civilized is a just a wish, and I am beginning to see it’s 
a foolish one. 

If some humans survive and become wild again, perhaps that would be 
desirable, but I don’t see how that’s going to happen. I can only go about my 
business believing that it won’t. There is simply no mechanism to make it a 
reality. The reality is that to be human in 2017 is to destroy Wild Nature, even 
the scientific high priests seem to be telling us that. You can either be for Wild 
Nature or for the Human, there is no middle ground. And being for Wild Nature 
is to be a criminal, to be black nihilist Chaos trying to break through the Thin 
Blue Line to attack the hyper-civilized in their “safe” abodes. 

Of angels and cyborgs 


An eco-extremist Good Friday sermon 

In spite of my lack of desire to carry out indiscriminate violent action (due 
mainly to my circumstances), I have found eco-extremist rhetoric rather 
familiar on one level. That is because, when I write about eco-extremism and 
interpret it, I don’t feel I am doing politics or even philosophy. I feel like I am 
doing theology. I should explain: not theology in a typical Western Christian 
manner, but rather interpreting the human through the gaze of something 
greater than the human. The “greater” may indeed be an illusion of the inferior 
mortal human brain, and it is not necessarily a concession that there is a 
greater “consciousness” than our own. It is more the affirmation of the 
complete debasement of consciousness, the acceptance that human reason 
is an utter failure. As I have written previously, this was the reason for the lack 
of anthropocentric perspective among long dead peoples and nations; the 
idea that we must aspire to the power of the bear, the freedom of the eagle, 
the knowledge of the coyote, etc. The idea that the Inhuman dwarfs the 
human, that it limits it and triumphs over it through death and forgetfulness. 

So a sermon is entirely appropriate. On this day that the Christian church 
commemorates the death of its savior, it is fitting to meditate on the abject 
nature of human flesh itself, its blood, decay, and rot. Indeed, the continuation 
of the Christian church, secular progressivism, has denounced its 



predecessor for hating the flesh, and has praised every feat of licentiousness 
for being inherently progressive. It is a common talking point in the liberal 
mind to upbraid the church for condemning sexuality. This is foolish 
presumption. The current reign of sexual liberation is due in large part to the 
birth control pill, on the one hand, and the washing machine and microwave 
on the other. That is, female reproduction is controlled and social reproduction 
(to use the Marxist term) is mechanized, so that a woman (in particular) can 
have as many sexual partners as she desires and, even if she gets pregnant, 
taking care of the child is comparatively easy with instant meals, day care 
centers, parenting books, etc. Modern attitudes toward sexuality aren’t 
enlightened due to some evolutionary realization of the necessity of freedom 
of all individuals. They exist materially due to the techno-industrial apparatus 
that considers people to be “human resources” formed and educated in a 
uniform manner. This makes life “easier” and citizens more dependent on the 
system. 

That doesn’t matter one way or the other, because Our Tendency has no 
concern for the human, but it is important to realize the foundations of the 
modern attitude. The former attitude against the flesh was justified prior to the 
emergence of modern comforts. Infant and child mortality were exceptionally 
high even among the wealthiest and most privileged sectors. Ancient humans 
probably observed that their offspring emerged from the womb prematurely 
and extremely dependent on their mothers. Taboos emerged among various 
peoples about touching a woman while she was still nursing lest her energies 
be distracted from nurturing a sensitive bud of life. Children died anyway, 
which is the basis for the relatively low life expectancy among hunter-gatherer 
peoples. Babies and children died, women died in childbirth, etc. This 
continued well into the emergence of agrarian societies. The Christian bishop, 
Gregory of Nyssa, painted a vivid portrait of the bond between love and death 
in his treatise in praise of virginity : 

But her time of labour comes upon the young wife; and the occasion is regarded not 
as the bringing of a child into the world, but as the approach of death; in bearing it is 
expected that she will die; and, indeed, often this sad presentiment is true, and before 
they spread the birthday feast, before they taste any of their expected joys, they have 
to change their rejoicing into lamentation. Still in love’s fever, still at the height of 
their passionate affection, not yet having grasped life’s sweetest gifts, as in the vision 
of a dream, they are suddenly torn away from all they possessed. But what comes 
next? Domestics, like conquering foes, dismantle the bridal chamber; they deck it for 
the funeral, but it is death’s room now; they make the useless wailings and beatings of 
the hands. Then there is the memory of former days, curses on those who advised the 
marriage, recriminations against friends who did not stop it; blame thrown on parents 



whether they be alive or dead, bitter outbursts against human destiny, arraigning of 
the whole course of nature, complaints and accusations even against the Divine 
government; war within the man himself, and fighting with those who would 
admonish; no repugnance to the most shocking words and acts. In some this state of 
mind continues, and their reason is more completely swallowed up by grief; and their 
tragedy has a sadder ending, the victim not enduring to survive the calamity. 

The woman’s lot was thus one of continuous sorrow, for herself every time 
she gave birth, and for all of the dead infants and children who she knew 
stood no chance of survival in a cruel world. It was no wonder that some 
women let forth a sigh of relief when they were promised to perpetual virginity 
in a cloister, to overcome the untrustworthy and transient flesh through the 
incorruptible substance known as “spirit”. The asceticism of the Western 
monastic is not so much a complete denunciation of the flesh, as the orthodox 
Catholic church’s condemnation of Gnosticism and Catharism indicates. It is, 
rather, a challenge to the flesh to become better than what it is, stronger and 
more resilient. This came to intellectual maturity in the thought of Georg 
Wilhelm Friedrich Hegel, who conceived of geist (spirit or mind) as the 
manifestation of reason in inert mattter: mind turning the world into a thinking 
(i.e. human) thing. 

The true ambition of modern science in this sense is human power as its own 
end, and that is achieved through the overcoming of the limitations of the 
flesh. Just as the monk, nun, or ascetic overcomes their own limitations to 
achieve a life of the spirit that neither dies nor decays, so the scientist seeks 
to augment human potential to achieve angelic and even divine heights. 
Science allows humans to see both the microscopic and the cosmic. It can 
destroy harmful tissues of the body using invisible rays, and move entire 
mountains with the most frightful and monstrous machinery. It can feed 
masses of people with the miracles of factory farming, and allow people who 
have never met to have the most intimate conversations through ethereal 
screens. And perhaps most tellingly here, it renders vice and sin moot (with 
certain stipulations of course). A woman can take home a man and sleep with 
him, no longer fearing dreadful childbirth or suffering the death of a child 
(under most circumstances). A man can fantasize about killing his enemies 
and even slay them on a screen, pretending to be another heroic character 
instead of the cubicle fodder he actually is. Arguably, modern man doesn’t sin 
and barely transgresses: he consumes, and he can have whatever he wants 
as long as he pays for it and obeys certain rules. 

There are those of course who are slightly less advanced in accepting the 
new order of things, and these are of course the leftists: those who rail against 
the immorality of capitalism and the State. I call them less advanced because 



they do not realize that in our present circumstances, potential is nine tenths 
of right. If something can be done, it should be, regardless of the 
consequences to any particular sector of the populace. The unfolding of the 
forces of techno-industrial society itself is progress, regardless of who it steps 
on or condemns to irrelevance. That is the ethos of neoliberalism, and it is the 
World Spirit, simply put. Being able to buy the latest Smartphone and vegetate 
in front of our chosen digital entertainment is the culmination of progress, the 
Descent of the Holy Ghost in Jerusalem, the Storming of the Bastille and the 
Winter Palace etc. etc. Nevertheless, these stalwarts still think that 
there should be a direction to History instead of the zombie sleepwalk into 
ecological oblivion that no one seems to want to halt. It is telling, however, 
that even a revolutionary figure as Leon Trotsky at the apex of progressive 
fervor conceived of man as a new Marxist cyborg able to realize the dream of 
a better tomorrow: 

More than that. Man at last will begin to harmonize himself in earnest. He will make 
it his business to achieve beauty by giving the movement of his own limbs the utmost 
precision, purposefulness and economy in his work, his walk and his play. He will try 
to master first the semiconscious and then the subconscious processes in his own 
organism, such as breathing, the circulation of the blood, digestion, reproduction, 
and, within necessary limits, he will try to subordinate them to the control of reason 
and will. Even purely physiologic life will become subject to collective experiments. 
The human species, the coagulated Homo sapiens, will once more enter into a state of 
radical transformation, and, in his own hands, will become an object of the most 
complicated methods of artificial selection and psycho-physical training. This is 
entirely in accord with evolution. Man first drove the dark elements out of industry 
and ideology, by displacing barbarian routine by scientific technique, and religion by 
science. Afterwards he drove the unconscious out of politics, by overthrowing 
monarchy and class with democracy and rationalistparliamentarianism and then with 
the clear and open Soviet dictatorship. The blind elements have settled most heavily in 
economic relations, but man is driving them out from there also, by means of the 
Socialist organization of economic life. This makes it possible to reconstruct 
fundamentally the traditional family life. Finally, the nature of man himself is hidden 
in the deepest and darkest corner of the unconscious, of the elemental, of the sub-soil. 
Is it not self-evident that the greatest efforts of investigative thought and of creative 
initiative will be in that direction? The human race will not have ceased to crawl on 
all fours before God, kings and capital, in order later to submit humbly before the 
dark laws of heredity and a blind sexual selection! Emancipated man will want to 
attain a greater equilibrium in the work of his organs and a more proportional 
developing and wearing out of his tissues, in order to reduce the fear of death to a 
rational reaction of the organism towards danger. There can be no doubt that man’s 
extreme anatomical and physiological disharmony, that is, the extreme disproportion 



in the growth and wearing out of organs and tissues, give the life instinct the form of a 
pinched, morbid and hysterical fear of death, which darkens reason and which feeds 
the stupid and humiliating fantasies about life after death. 

Man will make it his purpose to master his own feelings, to raise his instincts to the 
heights of consciousness, to make them transparent, to extend the wires of his will into 
hidden recesses, and thereby to raise himself to a new plane, to create a higher social 
biologic type, or, if you please, a superman. 

What is the revolutionary man, then, but the updated version of the Desert 
Father of early Christianity, in complete control of his desires and passions, 
able to sleep little and eat even less; an altruistic individual who has 
subjugated human flesh to a higher end? For the ascetic, the aim was 
to obtain an imperishable crown in heaven. For the revolutionary, this 
subjugation aims at the better tomorrow, at the realization of human power as 
its own end, its own development. Human flesh is weak and will be assisted 
by drugs to control emotions, education to control ignorance, licentiousness in 
some areas to curb desire, and unfettered technological ambition to curb the 
irascible appetite. Humanity itself has been tried and found wanting, and will 
be replaced by the cyborg that will be able to achieve the long-sought after 
goal of utopia. 

In this light, the absurdity of primitivism becomes all the more evident. The 
insatiable drive to improvement through asceticism is turned against human 
power itself, as if the goal of human power as its own end will voluntarily self- 
destruct. The flesh that was long ago found wanting must reform itself by 
taking on its former strength and resilience minus the machines, as if 
continuous self-improvement was the goal of now extinct societies. Human 
ambition has revealed itself to be too much, so we must put the content back 
into Pandora’s box and rebind Prometheus to his rock. The ultimate ambition 
is to destroy ambition by harnessing the energy of ambition to make man 
unambitious, or something of that nature. We must regress and climb back 
into the trees because our love of force and speed condemn us to a slavery 
to force and speed, and we can only do so by clinging to the “sustainable” and 
“stable” force and speed of our ancestors, ignoring that this is an oxymoron if 
there ever was one. 

All of this occurs because techno-industrial civilization clings to the Human, it 
clings to the idea that the universe must have Humanity as a unique and 
special animal within it or it cannot be at all. Even the primitivist, the so-called 
“species traitor”, is bound to the illusion that the salvation of the human will be 
the salvation of wildness, which is laughable. The only thing that the human 
can do now is bleed, die, and decay. This isn’t a moral judgment, but a 



physical one. Techno-industrial society will stumble along like a drunken man 
after a night of binge drinking, in a stupor of drugs and blinking lights. There is 
no escape, but the only reprieve is to take refuge in the Inhuman, to realize 
that the goal of techno-industrial civilization is a mockable idiocy: the folly 
that one animal, one clump of matter, has an eternal vocation to be special in 
the midst of a universe it barely understands let alone controls. But humanity 
has labored in vain, and the structure that it seeks to build, the Tower of 
Science, Progress, and Solidarity, will crumble as it is built on a foundation of 
hubris and incompetence. For it is written: 

For which of you, intending to build a tower, sitteth not down first, and counteth the 
cost, whether he have sufficient to finish it? Lest haply, after he hath laid the 
foundation, and is not able to finish it, all that behold it begin to mock him, Saying, 
This man began to build, and was not able to finish. 

For the eco-extremist, indiscriminate attack against the hyper-civilized is a 
cultic offering to the Unknowable which breaks the anthropocentric ambition of 
techno-industrial society. It is an attack on the supposed stability and bliss that 
law and order seeks to bestow on its adherents, a blood offering to Wild 
Nature. It is a religious act, not a political one, even if religion is understood 
very loosely here (as it had been before the emergence of modern Western 
civilization). It is a blow to the ascetic ambitions for a better tomorrow of both 
priest and scientist. It is the affirmation that only the Inhuman can defeat the 
idea of Human Power as Its Own End, only it can break apart all ambition for 
control and artificiality. The shedding of the blood of the hyper-civilized is a 
prophetic act that foreshadows the final destiny of techno-industrial society, 
and perhaps of humans themselves: a descent into Chaos, that fecundity that 
births and destroys beings without measure, and of which techno-industrial 
civilization is only a farcical imitation. 

What can we say of the Human other than that it has the ambition to destroy 
itself, one way or the other? Either it is like the Neoplatonic philosopher 
Plotinus, who loathed being seen in the body, or it wants to improve and 
modify itself through discipline or drawing into itself artificial parts. It dreams of 
being rid of its mortal physical frame to become pure angelic light patrolling 
the stars, but happily I don’t think the hyper-civilized will ascend into heaven to 
litter their garbage all over it. The eco-extremist, often after many years of 
struggle, has decided to no longer try to save humanity, but to give humanity 
what it wants, though perhaps in an unexpected manner. Through his hostile 
work against the Human, may the eco-extremist and active nihilist descend 
deeper and deeper into the Mystery of the Unknowable and Inhuman. 



A note on an inconvenient truth 


“Flesh is replaceable” 

One more time, on the grid. 

If there is any aspect of anti-civilization thought that needs to be questioned, it 
is its Neo-Luddism. Not because technology is somehow a good, but more 
because those who have recourse to blaming technology for everything use it 
as a scapegoat, or as an excuse to be intellectually lazy. Here is the reason 
that they need Karl Marx. From Capital. 

As against this, the commodity-form, and the value-relation of the products of labour 
within which it appears, have absolutely no connection with the physical nature of the 
commodity and the material relations arising out of this. It is nothing but the definite 
social relation between men themselves which assumes here, for them, the fantastic 
form of a relation between things. In order, therefore, to find an analogy we must take 
flight into the misty realm of religion. There the products of the human brain appear 
as autonomous figures endowed with a life of their own, which enter into relations 
both with each other and with the human race. So it is in the world of commodities 
with the products of men’s hands. I call this the fetishism which attaches itself to the 
products of labour as soon as they are produced as commodities, and is therefore 
inseparable from the production of commodities. 

“The grid” here is the embodiment of the social relations of humans 
manifested in things. The social relationship is primary: the domestication and 
the social cohesion. The actual material existence is secondary. Yes, perhaps 
given enough of a destructive impulse, perhaps the grid once attacked “stays 
down.” But let us note that massive infrastructure was destroyed during the 
Second World War, with entire cities being leveled, power lines cut, railroads 
stopped, etc. etc. but that didn’t deter anyone from re-building. Indeed, such 
destruction led to things being re-built bigger and better. It also led to three 
decades of prosperity that birthed the Space Race and the Computer 
Revolution. Even before then, the Black Death that killed a third of Europe led 
to the foundation of capitalist modernity according to many historians. 

In other words, disaster may not be antithetical to civilization, but at its very 
heart. Yes, maybe we are approaching catastrophic levels wherein civilization 
will no longer be possible. Then again, even if civilization was reduced to 
drastically smaller cities underground or in climate controlled environments, 



you haven’t destroyed techno-industrial civilization: all it is doing is re¬ 
grouping. 


If you believe in a dogma wherein human nature is inherently good and 
salvageable, then of course you are going to blame non-human things (i.e. 
machines) for corrupting it, while desperately looking past their true (man¬ 
made) nature and functionality. If, on the other hand, you appreciate that they 
are merely physical manifestations of social relations that are a lot more 
difficult to destroy, you are in a much tougher position, but at least you are 
being honest with yourself. The former approach is the ideological foundation 
of anarchism: humans would be just fine if only the State, Capital, Technology 
etc. would leave them alone. The latter approach, the more realistic one in my 
opinion, sees that technology and the modern human are intertwined with 
each other almost to the point of being con-substantial. If technology exists it 
is because modern humans will it to exist, they love it, and value it with their 
whole lives. You may dispute this sincere affinity all you like, but here 
appearances don’t lie. 

More thoughts on liberation 


Scenes from a double life 

On an extremely rare Sunday morning free, I decided to revive the custom of 
my youth of walking to church for early morning Mass. At this point, at least in 
personal things, I am a creature of habit. In order to get through life, I find 
rituals assuring. Just as some have alleged with the Greeks and Romans, I do 
not believe in the validity of these civic and religious rituals: belief is an odd 
thing anyway, but I wrote about that topic years ago and I would rather not 
rehash it. 

Even though the suburban church is only a short walk from my house, I was 
still fashionably late. I arrived during the sermon just as the priest started 
talking about hell. This was surprising as I can count on one hand the times I 
have heard a normal Catholic priest preach about hell. In the narthex of the 
church was a poster of the smiling seniors of the parish who will graduate high 
school in a couple of months: the bright and promising scions of the local 
affluent class. I had passed coming in the latest model trucks and sports cars, 
and the church itself, while my family doesn’t usually attend there, is at least 
to my aesthetic liking (i.e. quite old fashioned). In other words, these people 



have money, and I probably can be considered to have money too, just not as 
much. 

But here was the priest, dressed in rose vestments for Laetare Sunday, going 
on about hell. He also moved into themes of rote prayer and corporal works of 
mercy, etc. Very traditional, probably in the style of old fashioned priests, 
though the rituals and other accouterments have noticeably changed. 

Leaving the church, I realized that perhaps the church had to preach hell until 
very recently (and, as this priest shows, still does at times), in order to get 
people to behave just a little bit, because civilized life was just that awful. The 
priest was not asking his charges, as Jesus did in the Gospels, to renounce 
everything, take up the cross, and follow in the path of abnegation and 
suffering. No, in order to avoid hell, he was just preaching that people should 
be more attentive while praying the rosary, visit people in old folks’ homes, 
and invite estranged believers back to church. Seems like a small price to pay 
to avoid eternal damnation. 

In my morning reflection yesterday , I spoke of liberation, but after I uploaded it, I 
realized that I had avoided where our concept of liberation truly comes from, 
and that is the church. The secular believer in the Enlightenment will protest 
that it goes back further into Greek and Roman law, and the reforms of the 
early modern period, etc. But all of that was passed down to us through nearly 
two thousand years of the Biblical and theological interpretation. Leftism is 
Christianity carried on by other means, secularism is the Church set on surer 
foundations, etc. 

Thus, when one speaks of liberation and egalitarianism, one cannot but have 
recourse to Jesus and St. Paul, who spoke of the “freedom of the sons of 
God,” or there being neither slave nor free nor Jew nor Greek. Even in a time 
of slavery, the Church had to develop an ideological mechanism by which 
everyone is equal and free at some level. I was reading for an essay that will 
never get written on the Valladolid debate between Bartolome de las Casas 
and Juan Gines de Sepulveda concerning the humanity and nature of 
indigenous peoples in the New World in the 16th century. Of course, all 
modern people are on the side of de las Casas, but Sepulveda relied on 
Aristotle to indicate that the indigenous peoples were by nature inferior to their 
conquerors through their violation of natural law, and this meant they had to 
serve. Even then, no one was disputing (at least by then) that they couldn’t be 
baptized and thus go to Heaven when they died. Only that, in this life, their 
faculties were inferior to other humans and thus the capabilities weren’t there 
to live a fully human life. Thus, there was “equality” where it counted, namely, 
in the afterlife. A good and holy death following a life of servitude would be 
rewarded by egalitarian utopia in heaven. Indeed, a humble Indian servant’s 



life could be more meritorious, as the parable of Dives and Lazarus in the 
Gospel indicates. 

What I am getting at is that the modern idea of liberation, total liberation, what 
have you, is a Christian concept in spite of itself. Per aspera ad astra, to the 
stars, or, to Heaven, to utopia, to freedom, etc., through that which is difficult: 
revolution, insurrection, techno-industrial collapse, etc. etc. Personal liberation 
can never be enough because it is a lie, at least if we give it more than an 
individualist content, draining it of juridical and philosophical implications. The 
only freedom can be that of attack and escape, full stop. It is the freedom of 
the wild animal, not of the Communion of Saints. And it will inevitably lead to 
re-capture or death. There is no happy ending here, and no point in hope. If 
one aspires to these latter things, one is falling into the trap again, perhaps 
more deeply this time. You dream of Jesus harrowing Hell once again (see 
above), this time the King of Kings and Lord of Lords has a different face: The 
End of All Domination, Anti-Technological Revolution, a Re-Wilded Future, 
etc. It’s all just another name for Paradise and the Beatific Vision, and it’s all a 
lie. Jesus isn’t going to pull you out of hell, he’s what put you there in the first 
place. 

But as ITS has indicated, even in Hell you can fight. Even in Hell, that place in 
Christian theology where God’s light does not shine, the human animal 
remains untamed and indomitable. It’s not the freedom that one may 
necessarily want, but it’s the freedom that we have. Wield it wisely. 

“If death comes we will keep destroying things in hell; disgusting world, I will laugh 
as I see you falling, in this eternal confrontation ... ” 

-Eleventh Communique of the Individualists Tending Toward the Wild, 2016 

Thoughts on morality 


When researching the Creek War for my article in Atassa, a curious thing I 
encountered was the attitude that the Indians had towards black slaves. For 
the Creeks and Seminoles, a slave was not free by virtue of slavery being an 
immoral institution and thus illegitimate. A slave was no longer a slave once 
he decided to stop being a slave and run away. One of the issues that the 
whites had with these Indians was how they would harbor escaped slaves, 
and this was a major point of contention in the Second Seminole War. But this 
was not due to the “enlightened” attitude of the Indians. They were not above 
taking blacks as slaves themselves, or keeping them in bondage. The point 
was that the “freedom” and “dignity” imparted to all human beings by 



Enlightenment thinking was not a given for the uncivilized mind. It had to be 
“earned” or “seized” from those who would take it from them. 

I have left behind the idea of noble sentiments, those transient feelings that 
merely wishing for nice things makes me a good person. I have seen to many 
instances wherein people believed in mercy only to commit atrocities, or 
committed atrocities as an act of mercy. It is best just to try to empty yourself 
of those sentiments: whatever happens will happen. Death comes soon 
enough, weariness brings forgetfulness, long-suffering numbness. The only 
victory comes in being still here and still standing. 

People want their dignity and life recognized merely for existing. It doesn’t 
work that way. That is the leftist dream, but it never achieves anything. That 
we all mean something just because we are: we are joined to the noble 
savage and the future transhumanist explorer of the stars due to some 
continuity... Continuity! What a fabulous lie! All the savages are slaughtered, 
and by dancing on their graves... I mean, “honoring them,” we obtain the 
wisdom and power that they should still have but don’t. We think we are all the 
same but we aren’t. In fact, it’s that thinking we are all the same, that we are 
all “humanity”, that leads us to cut down the forest, pollute the rivers, till the 
land to depletion, and pave the rest. Because we’re humanity, because that’s 
“our” good. Humanity is the enemy of nature because it is the enemy of place, 
of physicality, of wildness. There are human beings (human animals), and 
then there is Glorious Humanity. If one does not stare humanity in the face 
and declare one’s opposition, one is either a fool or a coward. 

To separate the human being / animal and Humanity is not so simple. In fact, 
it is nearly impossible. It is like asking the animals to stay away from the 
watering hole in the hot summer. 

To posit indiscriminate and selective actions is to posit the superiority of the 
Inhuman over the human; that is, that human beings are not a closed system, 
they “open up” onto something greater than themselves (even if they neither 
understand nor obtain it). To destroy those greater things (Wild Nature), one 
fails in one’s vocation, namely, to be open to the universe, to be merely 
another force within it and to act like it. This attitude seeks to make everything 
sterile and artificial because those things are “safe”. 

To posit “amorality” is to seek to destroy all obstacles as you go. It is to posit 
the individual over society, chaos over order. It is to posit that sins of omission 
(not doing anything) are no less grave than sins of commission (doing 



something). That civilized peace is built on the pile of bleached bones of 
extinct savages. That you can’t buy off the universe with good behavior. That 
you refuse the bargain of the Golden Rule because only slavery and vice 
come from it (and not the commendable kind). “Amorality” acknowledges that 
we all have “blood on our hands” because we have all bathed in this blood. 
Our society was irrigated by it. 

Does this destroy love and mercy whole-cloth then? Not necessarily, but it 
certainly opposes their codification: their enshrining into the realm of rights 
and “inherent dignity” of the person ipso facto. I can hope for mercy for those I 
love, and wish for destruction on those I don’t: wishing neither makes me 
noble nor makes it so. I am not God: my Word is not in the beginning, and 
nothing is made by it. But it is perfectly reasonable for me to hate a system 
that would set my or any other desire as a universal code of morality. 
Hypocrisy? What does it matter? 

Ephemera 


So I am doing a little update concerning this project, tied into a bunch of 
personal reflections, whatever. In no particular order: 

My post, “Nihilist Parenting Tips” was mentioned elsewhere on the Internet. 
While the post is not portrayed in a negative light, the author did say this: 

I might be guilty of wishing them to - in my own aforementioned desires to have 
children - as Cabrera puts it “sacrifice themselves for an ideal they have no stake 
in ”. But as I see myself and other living beings (and as I argue in Feral 
Consciousnessj, my selfhood is perpetually an extension of Being, which is part of a 
ecological community that spans bioregion of this planet. So in an entirely non- 
idealised and egoist sense, I have an immediate stake in this stuff and they would also. 
So that part of Cabrera’s argument is one I do not share. 

This might open a whole can of worms, so I’ll just say, I feel I have an 
“immediate stake.” I am just under no illusions that I can do anything about it. I 
feel that the one thing people simply DO NOT GET about Atassa or eco- 
extremism or whatever is that this ISN’T ABOUT HUMANS! Indeed, I just got 
done translating the 22nd Communigue and it’s pretty blatant about that. I don’t 
see humanity as anything else other than a pawn to be sacrificed in the great 
scheme of things. True, I am not the one playing, but when the rook takes 
pawn, or queen takes pawn, it’s not big deal in the end. 




“But won’t somebody think of the children!” I think about my children, of 
course. I spend more time with my kids than the average Western father does. 
I don’t parent radically different from the average Western parent. I am not 
training my kids for collapse, or to be especially militant. I love my children. I 
like to be with my children. Long ago, someone said to me that a father who is 
there is the best father of all, even if he doesn’t know what he’s doing. I don’t 
know what I’m doing, but I have made a special effort to be there at least. 

The cited passage then is not about “giving up” on my kids or not caring about 
the destruction of the Earth, or anything of that sort. It’s more about realizing 
that the game is rigged and the more one “fights” in the conventional sense, 
the more stuck in the mire of complexity one becomes (think of the Chinese 
finger puzzle). I oppose the concept of “humanity”. Heck, I oppose the concept 
of the “biosphere”. Coyotes, alligators, finches, etc. don’t think globally, they 
don’t think about saving a “world” they know nothing about, so why should I 
get worked up over it? The fact that we conceive of it as a system is part of 
the problem. The fact that we distinguish the “whole” from the “part” is what 
sinks us. That is why I like the eco-extremist term “Wild Nature” (Naturaleza 
Salvaje) and how the eco-extremists talk of “el desconocido”: literally, “the 
Unknown” but I tend to translate it as “Ineffable” (“traduttore, traditore” so sue 
me!) It’s an admission that I don’t know shit about what I am thinking or 
talking about (and that I shouldn’t). I know it gets me angry, I know I would 
rather techno-industrial civilization not be there. I know I should believe in 
something higher than myself that I cannot access, but I don’t, and I can’t. 

And I certainly won’t imbue belief in such a false civilized idol into my kids. 
That’s what the phrase “ sacrifice themselves for an ideal they have no stake 
in ’’ meant. Sorry, I hate doing a midrash of my own occasional writings, but 
there it is. 

As for having kids, my heart goes out to that author if he really wanted them. 
Mine were sort of accidental, but o felix culpa. Having kids made me more 
nihilistic, to be honest. I was still a devout (sort of) Catholic when I had my first 
child, and my last prayer to God when I was holding her during Mass was 
something like, “How can I guide this little one if I am so lost myself?” After 
that, “God” went silent. So I am used to being lost but loved now. I know that 
the love that we sacks of flesh and bones have for each other is fleeting, 
fragile, and mutable. That has made me appreciate it all the more. It has not 
made me try to codify it into morality, or societal obligation, or try to demand a 
meaning from the universe. It just is what it is. I look at the change and decay 
ever present in the cosmos and see in it the condition of all the beauty and 
love that I cherish in it: the opposite of what most others do, I suppose. They 



refuse to go gentle into that good night. I realized long ago that I am already in 
it. 

I found it curious as well to find an anonymous note over at La Manta Moiada 
blog by a person getting angry while walking through a forest and citing ITS 
communiques. Yes, I too know this feeling. I don’t know how even some of the 
most anti-civ people advocate “forest bathing” as some sort of healing 
exercise, as if it feeds our “hunger” for wildness. Poppycock, I say. And there 
is forest in the Southeast that is pretty darn secluded: still you hear in the 
distance the gunshots of hunters and the muffled conversations of campers. 
These forests and swamps are products of civilization: parts of the wilderness 
that civilization has spared. It’s like saying a house servant is free but the field 
hand isn’t: they’re both slaves, I don’t know how you can lie to yourself 
otherwise. If your entire anti-civ praxis is dependent on the United States 
Department of the Interior, I don’t think it is very “anti-civ” at all. And you aren’t 
escaping anything. 

The last time I was in such a forest I was struck with great melancholy. The 
children had been whisked away by relatives, so I was by myself, which is 
seldom the case these days. I entered the forest and I prayed. Now mind you, 
if you read my controversial Apophatic Animism post, you would know that I 
am not very rigorous or even firm in my beliefs. Who or what I was praying to, 

I don’t know. I don’t try to usurp any traditions that aren’t mine: I am just not 
comfortable with that (not judging anyone else, though). But I prayed, for my 
children, for myself, for strength. It was the first time in a long time, but I felt 
that agony of the Earth most of all, or perhaps that agony within. I suppose my 
own definition of maturity, spiritual or otherwise, is that if I am comfortable, 
more than likely I am being deceived. It is discomfort, the active life that leads 
one back to the Earth from the clouds, the tales without the happy endings, 
the tragedies without pleasant resolutions, that provide me now with the most 
“peace”. If someone tells you something that consoles you or makes you 
comfortable, they are lying to you (even if they care for you). That one line 
from Pascal haunts me, I suppose: Jesus sera en agonie jusqu ’a la fin du monde. 

II ne fautpas dormir pendant ce temps-la. 

The projects keep coming, but “normal life” gets in the way. Stay tuned... 

Notes on anarcho-primitivism 


I would be lying if I said I don’t like to pick fights. But I would also be lying if I 
didn’t say that I think that they are no good for me most of the time. The realm 




of “anti-civilization” ideas is small, and those who oppose civilization totally is 
even smaller, those who have certain ideas about it even smaller, etc. I 
believe it was Henry Kissinger who said that university campus politics are so 
nasty because the stakes are so small. That goes the same for our milieu. I 
don’t even know anyone “in real life” who holds anything resembling these 
ideas. So picking someone off in a rhetorical strike is petty at best and foolish 
at worst. In a lot of ways, you are in the same boat no matter how many 
distinctions you make. If you’re “sane”, you would bury the hatchet and like 
everyone. 

Of course, man does not live on sanity alone. (Here comes the big “but...”) 
Once you have a certain “epiphany”, you realize that you aren’t even on the 
same page with those who any outsider would determine you should have 
affinity with. I came out of anarcho-primitivism, at least in theory, though I was 
never comfortable with it. The anthropocentrism, the optimism, the idea that 
there is some primordial state that fits the human psyche like a glove... none 
of these aspects ever sat well with me. As a Marxist, I had always envisioned 
“nature” as an act of human intellect and will, or something that is acted upon 
by human intellect and will. That is, human life isn’t just something that is 
“produced” by our nature manifesting itself in a particular circumstance. It is 
an active pulsating thing that is the result of man testing his strength against 
entropy and chaos. I think it is evident that our situation is out of balance: that 
all human projects are ultimately unsustainable, and often how human society 
forms is the product of millions of disparate wills firing at once, to produce 
both harmony and disorder, the rising and falling away of artifice and 
hierarchy, a return to a base that can become unsettled in a cycle that 
reaches into the far recesses of the past... 

For some time, I thought that this understanding was one that was in play in 
other schools of anti-civ thought. I was never on board the “selling” aspect of 
it: you’d be happier and healthier without civilization, your community would 
be more stable, your life will be more fulfilling, etc. For me, life has always 
been about struggle, it has not been about happiness but about meaning; not 
about freedom but about what you do with it. Perhaps I am too “pre-modern” 
in that sense in my thinking: egalitarianism has never been a concern, 
individuals remain pawns in a great cosmic play, only our part now is to tear 
down without hope of building again. It is to realize that man is the 
compendium, not the end, of the cosmos, and if he fails as the embodied 
steward of the physical world, the only honorable thing to do is bow out and let 
the world return to what it was before us. That’s not something you can sell to 
the idealistic youngster looking to make the world a “better place,” but it’s the 
only thing I’m interested in. 



I have been reading the newest issue of Black and Green Review, and while I 
don’t want to slam it or critique it in any systematic way (mainly because who 
cares? and what’s the use?) it has made me realize that we (the creators of 
that magazine and I) are in this for entirely different reasons. One essay is a 
thorough description of how one author named Four-Legged Human goes 
about training to be a immediate returns nomadic hunter gatherer. While it is 
problematic in many ways, it is refreshing in its honesty. For example, it 
represents a turning point in anti-civ discourse insofar as he pulls a “bait and 
switch” stating that, while hunter-gatherers historically may have only worked 
a few hours a day, those who have the vocation to become hunter-gatherers 
now will have to work hard, and very hard, for hours and hours a day, with the 
prospect of failure and starvation always hovering near. There goes that 
selling point, I suppose. After many generations perhaps people will return to 
a nomadic lifestyle of general leisure. Then again, I have very little control 
over my own kids, I am not sure how much I can determine the mentality of 
progeny I will never meet. 

To back up a bit, all of this is predicated on the Master Plan of Anarcho- 
Primitivism, which goes as follows: 

Plan A. Civilization collapses all by itself (more or less). 

Plan B. There is no Plan B 

Which leads to hunter-gatherer nomadic paradise eventually, which won’t be 
easy but is something that we are inherently equipped for, so they say. Not to 
violate Godwin’s Law, but I think there is no better analogy here than the 
Stalinist Communist Party of Germany proclaiming: “After Hitler, us”. The point 
of Four-Legged Human’s article cited above is to make the race of “supermen” 
(we all have these superpowers potentially) who will win out over civilization 
by attrition. It’s like wu wei or something like that... 

The obsession of anarcho-primitivism of the Black and Green Review school is 
thus to prepare people for that future. Thus, the “primitive” societies that one 
chooses to emulate will be from marginal environments such as the Inuits or 
the Selk’nam (Ona) of Tierra del Fuego. i.e. Places where most human beings 
wouldn’t want to inhabit in the first place. From that foco of sub-Arctic dwellers 
will come the new hope of mankind, and everyone else can just die off, 
because they’re hopeless, full stop. 

(How this isn’t nihilism, that is, embracing a system where I and my peeps 
survive but the rest can just slowly starve to death or kill each other off in 



resource wars, I have no idea. I guess it’s totally kosher to commit sins of 
omission and just let 99.99% of humanity die but if you do anything to bring it 
about that would bring impurity or is a waste of time at least. I am sure 
humanists the world over will appreciate that distinction in misanthropy.) 

What is saddest about this is how anarcho-primitivism on a narrative level 
essentially takes up the scientific / colonial world view of the societies it 
attempts to emulate: taking what they like and leaving what they don’t like, as 
if one could just cherry pick from ways of life where how one viewed nature 
and how one treated it were often intimately intertwined. Therefore, one gets 
to the “essence” or “substance” of what it means to be a hunter-gatherer 
nomad, while “irrelevant” and “false” details like cosmology, mythology, ritual, 
etc. are all left aside as unimportant. As if the Ona were just some people who 
could be wrung dry of all of the badass physical endurance and perseverance, 
but the great rituals of the Hain, and the deities of the hoowin, had nothing to 
do with any of it. You can abstract and bleed a primitive society for your own 
purposes and use what you want to save your own skin, whereas no right- 
minded hunter-gatherer probably thought of the world and what he or she did 
on a daily basis on those terms. (See for example the article “The Seris, the 
Eco-extremists, and Nahualism” in Atassa 1 for an alternative vision of how to 
treat these sorts of societies.) 

Just as in leftism, I see anarcho-primitivism as something devised in the mind 
of the accountant and human resource manager but taken to the Stone Age 
level. For me, it seems that concerns such as “How do I survive and how can I 
not be coerced?” seem all-too-modern and all-too-domesticated. Sure, we all 
want to survive, but under what circumstances? Always on the run? Waiting 
for Godot in the form of catastrophe to slay all of our enemies for us? Cede 
the best lands and go to a place where whether we survive or not is no better 
than a crapshoot? At least Four-Legged Human at the end of his essay 
admitted into the club of Super-Elite Paleo Warriors those who wanted to go 
into the urban park after work to weave baskets and flint knapp: way to give 
your readers hope. As for me, any remaining interest in anarcho-primitivism 
and what they think and do increasingly diminishes by the day. This happened 
with Marxism for me as well, even though I have not considered myself a 
Marxist for years but was still remotely interested in it. With anarcho- 
primitivism specifically, I am getting tired of the “civilization is unhealthy and is 
killing us” intersperse with “re-wilding is almost impossible for most people 
and has the good risk of killing you”. That’s alright, they can work on their 
projects, and I’ll work on mine. 


Angels of light 


People would be deceived to think that I am some angsty teenager looking for 
attention. That’s sort of the opposite of what this is about. If I “hate” society, in 
my case at least, it’s not personal. I am entering my fourth decade, and you 
already know I have kids. My life is “happy”, comfortable even. I suppose what 
this is really about isn’t anger, or revenge, or being a “psychopath” (which 
people seem to accuse me of often). It’s consistency. Those who know about 
this project, those who see it as some sort of threat or have the insatiable urge 
to comment on it, are generally of the leftist persuasion (even if they deny it). 

In their universe, there are good guys and bad guys, and they’re always the 
“good guys”. “Those who are destroying the Earth have names and 
addresses.” Of course, it’s never THEIR names and addresses. As in the 
scholarship of Rene Girard, what they seek is a scapegoat. The world is awful 
and doesn’t meet their expectations for not being dominated or whatever and 
those at fault are easy to figure out: cops, CEO’s, cops, Nazis, cops, rich 
people, cops, conservative voters, fascists, cops, the State, cops.... did we 
mention cops? Oh yeah, cops... 

As I have stated in the past, all of these people tend to “self-select” their milieu 
and even the geographic area where they live. They tend to reside in urban 
areas next to like-minded (left-leaning people). They may have even fled 
“awful places” where there aren’t even any anarchists or squats or vegan 
ethnic restaurants... Oh the barbarity! They’re fleeing something, they think 
that putting distance between themselves and the enemy will solve 
everything. The problem is, the people who they despise can also be “nice 
people”. Maybe their universe can’t withstand the incredibly nice older woman 
who has a “God bless all cops!” bumper sticker on her car but is treating a 
sick child free of charge because that’s what her faith in her god tells her to 
do. Or maybe they don’t talk to military officers and their families on a regular 
basis. I do. That’s my reality in comfy, suburban America. The fact that I 
spend my time doing this is, well, hypocrisy. And? 

See, here’s the difference between me and the edgy anarchist who thinks that 
being unemployable is somehow a severe strike against civilization or 
whatever: morality doesn’t save anyone. It determines who will die or get 
thrown in jail, but that doesn’t mean that it won’t turn on you even if you dot 
every “i” and cross every “t”. To us domesticated folk, we’re like helpless 
chickens on a factory farm. We can’t really escape, and even if we could, 



we’re still chickens. No use pretending otherwise. People who practically 
FROM BIRTH could hunt and gather their own food who were ten times 
stronger than any of us succumbed to civilization: I could probably name a 
dozen or so off the top of my head. This isn’t an intellectual problem or lack of 
will. We’re in a war of attrition, and civilization wins against any opponent save 
for entropy. And the game goes on until one of them wins. Having “good 
thoughts”, “good behavior,” hating the right people and loving those who think 
like you won’t save you, and it won’t save your precious movement or ideas. 

Indeed, what binds civilization together ultimately is love and community. It 
might be a “distorted” love, but it’s love for the hyper-civilized. If you want to 
figure out why the world is so messed up, it’s not because people are mean to 
each other. It’s because they’re nice. It’s because the Navy Seal has the 
loving wife and children at home that he goes half way around the world to kill 
someone, who also, it turns out, has a wife and loving children. It’s because 
that woman is respectful and prays for the police that she has a smile on her 
face and the kindness to take care of that child. You can’t separate the two. 
Leftists / progressives think they can: just swap out one authority for another, 
one organized system of violence for another, but content doesn’t change. 
They’ve never successfully done it, but it’s “still possible”. The problem with 
liking some parts of this society but hating other parts is that it’s all one body, 
it all moves as one. It’s like saying that one loves the fingers but hates the 
hand: it’s a non sequitur. 

Most people realize that. That is why they put bumper stickers on their cars 
supporting police. That is why they say the Pledge of Allegiance, call the cops 
on criminals, and aspire that their children be “productive citizens.” Ultimately, 
that’s why leftists exhort people play along with bourgeois “lesser evils,” why 
anarchists limit themselves to purely symbolic or reformist actions, and why 
even those who claim to be against civilization uphold its moral modus 
operandi. And that’s why people hate eco-extremists. They’re the only ones 
who admit that maybe our neat categories of guilt and innocence, meanness 
and niceness, are mere fictions when you get to the bottom of it. 

Of course, here the “sane” reader will hit the roof and just state: “What, you 
think we should just blow everyone up then!? If that’s the logical conclusion of 
what you are arguing, it is absurd on its face and ipso facto false.” Maybe. But 
every other moral argument falls flat on its face as well. That cop you want to 
string up has a wife and kids. Your grandmother doesn’t want him strung up. 

Is she wrong? Why? That CEO who pollutes the river or whatever also has 



kids. He may volunteer to coach Little League on the weekends. The kids he 
coaches and probably many of his workers don’t want you to put a bullet in his 
head. Are they wrong? Why? Is getting rid of these people really going to lead 
to your utopia? Is their blood worth it? According to whom? 

I will leave these people to their casuistry and continue to look to people who 
are at least consistent, who don’t feel that they need to stand around like 
canon lawyers and father confessors justifying their lust for violence and 
revenge. True, I won’t take part in these acts myself: perhaps I am too hyper- 
civilized to go that route. I will continue to make small talk with the military wife 
and treat cop-loving senior citizens with respect. That’s what a double life is all 
about, and it doesn’t bother me in the least. Their niceness is what is 
destroying all that I love and cherish. But I will continue to try to engage the 
world as innocent as a dove but as wise as a serpent knowing full well that: 

“And no marvel; for the Adversary himself masquerades as an angel of light.” 

- II Corinthians 11:14 

Ohlone apocalypse 


I’ve been struggling somewhat to come up with a reflection concerning the 
Eighteenth ITS Communique considering that I think that it is important and 
worthy of comment. There are some things that I am not sure about in this 
text, and some things that I think are articulated in a fascinating manner. For 
example, this is the first eco-extremist text that is expressly extinctionist at 
least in terms of the human species in its present state in 2016. I don’t think 
that this has ever been indicated in such stark terms before: at most some 
eco-extremist texts have spoken of indiscriminate attack as if the lives of the 
hyper-civilized didn’t matter. Here the difference is that the texts states that 
the hyper-civilized should go extinct, full stop. 

I have observed in the past that most civilized cultures have an apocalyptic 
viewpoint (“apocalypse” being from the Greek for “revelation”). Civilization has 
always had a death wish. Leaders of some of the most powerful nations on 
Earth today profess religions that believe that the world will end in a rain of 
fire, and that this is a good thing. Others are guided by ideologies that claim 
that the physical world is merely an illusion. The strange thing then is not that 
eco-extremism has a pessimist view of humanity; it is more that those who call 
eco-extremism out on this fact don’t realize that this is nothing exceptional in 




the context of civilization as it has developed over thousands of years. Indeed, 
the more pressing question comparatively speaking is why left progressivism 
would see humanity as anything other than a finite endeavor: a project with an 
expiration date. 

Malcolm Margolin’s The Ohlone Way: Indian life in the San Francisco-Monterey 

Bay Area ls one of the most influential books that I have read in the past few 
years. I grew up in this area of the world, so its description of the land before 
the arrival of the Europeans hit me like a ton of bricks. I remember this region 
as an interchange between agricultural and urban land, with scenic wild 
mountainous terrain in between. Before the Europeans, the land was wet and 
full of game, the home of animals such as the river otter and the grizzly bear 
that are not seen there anymore. One interesting passage in the book 
indicates that the “Ohlone” (a linguistic grouping of tribes in this region that is 
arguably arbitrary) had a sense of the finite nature of human existence taken 
as a whole. As Margolin writes: 

But deep down [the Ohlone] knew that their world was doomed, destined for 
complete destruction. In the beginning, at Sacred Time, power was pure and 
awesome. But since then it was forever slipping away, diminishing in quality, 
quantity, and intensity. The people of today were less powerful than their 
grandparents before them. A deep-rooted pessimism and fatalism ran through their 
view of the world. Things were getting worse with each generation. And some time in 
the future this magnificent world, like the worlds before it, would be sapped ofpower. 
The people would eventually stop doing their dances and ceremonies, and the Ohlone 
world - their beautiful, living world - would collapse in upon itself and dissolve into 
chaos. Then perhaps the spirits would rise up again, mysteriously reborn from a flood 
- spirits like Eagle, Coyote, and Hummingbird - to create once more a fresh, clear, 
awesomely powerful world, a world perhaps populated by a new race ofpeople, but a 
world that would most assuredly be without Ohlones. 

I am willing to concede that some of Margolin’s ideas here may be an after- 
the-fact prophecy of a conquered people. But there is an interesting existential 
basis for the indigenous people of the central coast of California to have 
believed this. For one thing, relatively speaking, there weren’t that many of 
them. These indigenous people lived in a land full of animals, and man wasn’t 
even the most dangerous animal in California before the arrival of the 
Europeans. There was a good chance of adults being mauled by grizzly bears 
or stalked by mountain lions, just as there is always a good chance of dying in 
a car accident in modernity. Margolin writes: 

But [the Ohlone] intimate knowledge of animals did not lead to conquest, nor did 
their familiarity breed contempt. The Ohlones lived in a world where people were few 




and animals were many, where the bow and arrow were the height of technology, 
where a deer who was not approached in the proper manner could easily escape and 
a bear might conceivably attack - indeed, they lived in a world where the animal 
kingdom had not yet fallen under the domain of the human race and where (how 
difficult it is for us to fully grasp the implications of this!) people did not yet see 
themselves as the undisputed lords of all creation. The Ohlones, like hunting people 
everywhere, worshiped animal spirits as gods, imitated animal motions in their 
dances, sought animal powers in their dreams, and even saw themselves as belonging 
to clans with animals as their ancestors. The powerful, graceful animal life of the Bay 
Area not only filled their world, but filled their minds as well. 

The hyper-civilized will of course interject, “Water under the bridge!” here, but 
it really isn’t. My own gut sense is that humanity’s hatred for itself is bred out 
of too much familiarity. The indigenous peoples of central California (and 
elsewhere) could look at a landscape, at grasslands, mountains, rivers, etc. 
and see an abundance of life, a panoply of living things. Modern man makes it 
so that when he looks about, he sees only himself. Some may say this is a 
good thing, but mostly he is disgusted with it. He either shuns humanity 
through sun glasses, earphones, Smartphone screens, etc. or he 
consumes humanity as commodity, self-selected, created to sell according to 
physical attractiveness, perceived intelligence, common interest, etc. There 
are even entire schools of thought that think that there is nothing outside the 
human, outside of the ego, and outside of one’s thoughts about the world. And 
people feel themselves particularly clever and erudite when thinking such 
absurdities, though they bleed and decay just like everything else... 

My own investigations into the arrival of European civilization in parts of what 
is now “the Americas” are concluding that the ultimate tool of conquest wasn’t 
technology or even disease (taken in itself). It was a number’s game: there 
were just more white men, especially in what is now the United States. 
Indigenous warriors were often braver, better fighters, and with home field 
advantage, but the waves of conquerors and immigrants just kept coming and 
swarmed the land, transforming it, killing the animals, and stripping it of its 
former characteristics in many places. It’s not that indigenous people 
necessarily had a more “holistic” perspective of the land, or they were more 
“virtuous,” there just weren’t that many of them. The quantitative difference 
made for qualitative differences in perspective. In places that were teeming 
and vibrant and thick with life, it is difficult to conceive of human superiority as 
a plausible concept. It takes the destruction of the land, of the wildlife, 
polluting the rivers and poisoning the air, to come to the place where one 
looks around and sees only Man. And by then he ends up hating himself, 



having to stare at himself, and having the perceived absolute power to kill 
himself off along with the rest of the planet. 

The indigenous peoples of California did of course die off, their world was 
silenced along with so many others.What replaced them are the now world- 
famous Silicon Valley along with what has been deemed to be the “Salad 
Bowl of the United States,” producing much of the lettuce and other produce 
consumed on U.S. tables. 

The progressivist does not want to admit it, but the trade off between Man and 
Nature at this point is an “either / or”, not a “both / and” proposition. You can 
either have humans, the vast majority of whom depend on or support 
civilization and all that it represents, or you can have things like clean water 
and fresh air that make human life worth living. You can’t have both, not at 
this stage of the game. That is why I weep not for the hyper-civilized, I don’t 
complain of the indiscriminate acts against them, and I keep writing about 
these acts. Once you become an enemy of civilization, whether you are really 
an enemy of humanity itself depends on how honestly you draw out your 
premises. 

As I stated at the beginning of this reflection, most civilized people admit this 
deep down. They believe Jesus or Allah or Yahweh will come and destroy the 
world by fire and establish an Eternal City that can neither crumble nor decay. 
It is those less honest atheists and leftists who mistake humanity for being a 
transparent and permanent project. The former believe that one must follow 
morality so that this Eternal City can come about, the latter believe that one 
must follow morality to keep Humanity-as-is afloat in its mission to become an 
eternal institution. The former is based on a lie, but it is very realistic in terms 
of the means to attain their desired outcome. The latter is without question 
wholly deluded. 

The lack of concern for the hyper-civilized, for the domesticated who barely 
love themselves, is a foundation of eco-extremist thought, and it is an aspect 
of that thought that I wholly defend. 

I can’t stop quoting Robinson Jeffers poems in full, but this is the most 
appropriate text on which to end this reflection. It describes a scene from the 
land of the Esselen, just south of “Ohlone” territory: 



Hands 

Inside a cave in a narrow canyon near Tassajara 
The vault of rock is painted with hands, 

A multitude of hands in the twilight, a cloud of men’s palms, no 
more, 

No other picture. There’s no one to say 

Whether the brown shy quiet people who are dead intended 

Religion or magic, or made their tracings 

In the idleness of art; but over the division of years these careful 

Signs-manual are now like a sealed message 

Saying: ‘Look: we also were human; we had hands, not paws. 

All hail 

You people with the cleverer hands, our supplanters 

In the beautiful country; enjoy her a season, her beauty, and 

come down 

And be supplan ted; for you also are human. ’ 


Apophatic animism 


One objection that eco-extremist thought gets over and over again is that it 
lapses into mysticism / superstition as if it were some New Age fad, this time 
with bombs. To tell the truth, grappling with eco-extremist writings both as a 
translator and a thinker myself, I have to admit that I too have problems at 
times with this newfound “spirituality” of certain eco-extremist writings. For 
example, I am going to cite a passage from an untranslated article that is a sort 
of ‘‘‘self-criticism"" for having taken seriously the communiques of a group 
called “Guamera Eco-extremist War.” After having shown that their over-the- 
top communiques were most likely the result of “trolling”, they then cast this 
curse: 

“We shit on their lies, we cast bloody flidds on their suspicious intentions, and we 
curse their bodies and minds with all of our deities. 

May the dark Mesoamerican lords Tlacotecolotl and Miclantecutli torment them and 
devour them alive! 

May the pagan curses take away their sleep and destroy these impostors! 

TEHUIHUICALLIZTLITLAMIMICQUI! ” 

The modern person of course can’t help but roll their eyes at that, and I have 
the same temptation. I don’t because, while the good anarchist or leftist may 




condemn “superstition” because they think that they know history, I know 
history even better so I think twice about doing it. Hegel wrote somewhere 
that, while ancient Greeks could bow to idols, modern man no longer can. 

That is because he has made an idol of himself, of his scientific achievement 
and understanding of the world. While I will go further than many “anti¬ 
civilization” advocates in my appreciation of modern science and technology 
(mainly because of what they do, not for what they stand for), I know full well 
that they too are a product of a certain form of religious thinking, of a 
genealogy that goes back past Einstein and Newton and into the Renaissance 
magic, Neoplatonism, Scholasticism, Aristotle, the Pre-Socratics, etc. To 
refuse the “mystification” of Nature based purely on Enlightenment rationality 
seems to stop well short of the historical origins of “rationality” in the West. I 
don’t see secular thinking as anything other than a minor deviation from all of 
those trends. 

That might be a good point on the abstract level, but in concrete terms, 
modern people are radically separated from “spirituality” as anything other 
than a consumer choice. Eco-extremism itself has made this point, as in 
Halputta Hadjo’s long essay, “ The Calusa: A Savage Kingdom? " : 

Before discussing Calusa religion and the Spaniards ’ opposition to it, Ifeel that it is 
appropriate to discuss briefly the schism in the modern mind between religion and 
knowledge. To get immediately to the point, religion for the vast majority of its 
existence has been an eminently practical thing. That is, how people believed and how 
they knew were one in the same. That is because human beings usually do not have 
the luxury to make leaps of faith, hoping against hope. “Blessed art they who have not 
seen, yet believe, ” would have been an unfathomable premise to any “primitive ” 
person, and this was most likely the case with the Calusa. Their spirits and their 
environment were one, their religious practice and their way of life were one, and 
there was no reason to doubt them because they were based on the things that 
constituted their daily reality. The Calusa believed in a world full ofgods, something 
that we cannot possibly conceive of in our very Western and very secularized 
mentality. Thus, challenging their beliefs was challenging their way of life. Out of 
most of the peoples of their region, it was the Calusa who held out the longest in their 
beliefs. They were never conquered, but rather disappeared gradually, along with the 
spiritual world which they inhabited. 

In the modern West, we don’t see that it is our spirits, or rather the Earth, that 
feed us. Civilization feeds us, technology clothes us, morality protects us, etc. 
Thus, it is no surprise that even the most “radical” of hyper-civilized 
ideologues looks back at past systems of approaching the world and finds 
them wanting. He feels no connection to them, he might respect them, but he 
isn’t going to subjugate himself to any numinous entity, or pretend that he’s 
its messenger, etc. 



How then does one approach the idea of “paganism / animism” (yeah, there’s 
a difference, but I don’t care at this point)? How does one recover “gods”, is it 
even necessary, desirable, etc.? I feel Halputta Hadjo in his essay already 
addressed that point at the end of that work, but I will provide my own 
approach. The following is my own (half-assed) attempt to be an animist in the 
21st century, with all of the contradictions in thought and none of the cool 
rituals. It’s my attitude, and mainly my realization that I will probably never 
have what I need, because feeling that I “need” it is the problem in the first 
place. 

My own coming into the anti-civilization critique comes from a sense of place. 
Indeed, influential books for me in the past few years have not been about 
theory, but about where I plant my feet now and where I have planted 
them. For example, I took great pleasure in translating ITS’s Sixteenth 
Communique from the city of Torreon, Coahuila. This is the city my 
grandparents are from, and my mother was raised in a small village on its 
outskirts. I often went there as a child for the holidays, and my one sense was 
always that it was ugly and unappealing. A desert with not much to look at, 
smelling of farm animals and dilapidated adobe buildings, I did not look 
forward to my visits there. Indeed, I’ve sort of blotted out the memory of the 
landscape from my head. So this part of the communique rang true for me: 
Wild Nature has been destroyed, the ideal future is so grey and inert. We attack from 
this reality. We are individualists waging a war of revenge. We do so in the name of 
the mountain that was destroyed to make a super-highway, for the flora and fauna 
destroyed in the name ofprogress. In our being we hold the essence of the river that 
disappeared when they built the great dam... 

Torreon and its citizens deserve it, those who in practice collaborated with the spread 
of techno-industrial civilization. You look to the horizon and you see the black 
artificial hill created by the “socially responsible ” Peholes Corporation, as well as 
poisoned water, contaminated air, and flora and fauna annihilated by the ceaseless 
expansion of the city. For all of that... three dead seems very little. 

Now, I am not the greatest fan of the histrionic prose. I hold my nose and do 
my best to translate that stuff. But the sentiment is not far from what I feel. 
While I am the first one to admit that nature changes and changes often , what 
modern humans do to their environment is still repulsive and maddening. It’s 
not the change that’s the issue, it is the rate of change plus the hubris behind 
it, the shortsightedness, the failure to stop hurting our surroundings that is 
merely an extension of our hurting and alienating each other. I came to the 
conclusion some years ago that if you can’t love your surroundings, the water, 
the trees, the air you breath, etc. you will love nothing. And yes, for me, in that 
world, ITS makes sense. Call me a psychopath or whatever, I don’t care. 





Like the eco-extremists of the Laguna, I look at that place so distant now in 
my childhood memories, but also to the place where I grew up, to the rivers 
and swamps that dried up when the water was used to irrigate fields and 
support thirsty livestock. I look to the rivers around here that the old timers say 
used to be clear when they were growing up; you could see to the bottom of 
them, but now they are now grey and opaque. I look to the baby pines and 
cypresses, and to the few great cypresses, thick and wise, knotted with age 
and fierceness: the remaining old growth trees that weren’t cut down to make 
the Great City I can see across Ok’wata. The eco-modernist and progressivist 
will tell me to let Wild Nature go,, to not mourn but to look forward. I refuse 
this, I refuse it with all my being. While the other hyper-civilized see nothing 
but strip-malls and parks, I see a crime scene, indeed, the scene of the only 
crime worth addressing. My existence and the existence of those I love is 
based on a lie, a social order that has no right to be here. Or it does have a 
“right”, but it doesn’t deserve my respect or loyalty. Not one ounce of it. 

I admit that I can’t be an animist like primitive peoples were animists. I know 
that stars are just dead balls of gas, that the moon is a cold rock orbiting the 
Earth, that illness is the result of microbes and viruses and not of a powerful 
shaman three villages away casting spells, and so on. I know these things, but 
why I know them is the problem. I know them because of a system for which I 
am a means and not an end. I know them because of a system that is rational 
when it addresses things, inanimate matter that it can manipulate, but has no 
idea how to organize and control actual human animals in many 
circumstances. I know them because of a system that endangers the Earth for 
the sake of dollars or dumb ideologies. My adherence to an “animism” is my 
preferring not to have known them. That is of course not possible now, I can’t 
give myself a lobotomy regarding modern knowledge. But I can be well aware 
of the price, and state that it still isn’t worth it. 

I have an exceptional theological / spiritual formation, though it is in my 
ancestral Catholicism and some other spiritual paths I have investigated 
haphazardly. I have to admit that an adherence to “animism” leaves me cold 
because I know too much about ritual and dogmas to go about concocting my 
own. I am never going to be able to conjure up Mesoamerican gods and curse 
people with a straight face. But neither am I going to be able to condemn 
people who do, quite the contrary. I may not be able to bring myself to believe 
that the trees, the rocks, the deer, the alligators, the bayous, etc. all have 
spirits, and all are suffering due to our afflicting the planet with our 
carelessness and greed, but I acknowledge that I would like to do so. Still, I 



have those moments of attentiveness, those moments of awe and wonder that 
all of us should have before Wild Nature, and that is enough for me I suppose. 

Apophaticism is the theological school of thought that states that we can only 
approach the Divine or Transcendent through negation. That is, we know the 
Divine not through what it is, but through what it isn’t. My own belief in 
animism is that all human ideologies fall flat, all are the result of turning in to 
one’s own head, towards one’s ideas and certainties, rather than turning out. 
Eyes are meant to see things, ears to hear them, tongues to taste them, etc. 
Things are primary, not those faculties of ours that perceive and process 
them. My true being is outside of myself, and the meaning of man is outside of 
his own history... 

Nihilist parenting tips 


“I have two daughters. I have two daughters that I will, above all else, do 
anything to protect and to provide for. I have two daughters whose fates are 
intertwined with the fate of all wildness. I have two daughters who have no 
future on a dead planet.” 

I read the recent editorial to the forthcoming Black and Green Review , and I 
suppose I’ll just say that Kevin Tucker has the tendency to mistake moral 
posturing for an argument. That’s fine, we’re about the same age and have 
about the same number of spawn, I understand that doubling down on 
curmudgeonry is appealing when the twinges in your back take longer and 
longer to go away. 

If there is one thing that I am becoming allergic to as I veer toward middle 
age, it is depending on “best case scenarios” or beneficial windfalls to save 
the day. Things never go according to plan: everything, from fixing the car, to 
completing a project around the house, to fixing a special meal, will be more 
expensive, will take more time, and will never come out quite as you planned. 
One of the other problems that I have encountered in maturity is learning that 
things will never break as expected. Indeed, “breaking” is the annihilator of 
expectations. Want to make the universe chuckle? Tell it your plans, or so the 
saying goes. 

Anarcho-primitivism of the Zerzan / Tucker school seems to lean heavily on 
knowing, within reason, how something (all things) will inevitably break. I have 




already addressed why I think this is not very likely or possible. You may be able 
to predict to some degree of accuracy how a seed will grow or how a 
particular person will develop, but try to predict into how many pieces a plate 
will break if you throw it on a hard surface. At the same time, I find it hard to 
believe that an ideology based on the following sequence of events will be 
successful: 

1. Withdraw into the bush with your “besties” and create a “resilient” community 
(whatever that means) 

2.etc. [insert catastrophe here] 

3. Immediate returns hunter-gatherer nomad tribes dominate the Earth... 

Aside from being a farcical repeat of the Yankee communal cult form, the 
major event here is some sort of nebulous eschatological happening that can’t 
be fathomed in any real digestible form. What does a plate shattering into 
seven billion pieces look like? 

Parents should not feel obligated to promise their child “a future” because “the 
future” is precisely the problem. There is no way for me, as a parent, to equip 
my children for things that I barely understand. And perhaps the “cure” would 
be worse than the disease: to sell all that one has, take up the Cross, and 
follow wildness; to sacrifice all for the Primitivist Pearl of Great Price obtained 
after forty or more years of wandering in the desert., all of that seems too 
much like a Sunday school lesson for my comfort. 

What if nihilist parenting is parenting in the now, with all of its contradictions, 
with all of the things we don’t like? I feel strongly that the idea that I could 
promise my children “a better world,” would simply be the wrong mentality to 
have. The most I can hope for is to be there and be strong for those I love, 
and that’s it. There is a strength and resilience that one either has or one 
doesn’t. I don’t think it has to do with mere survival, it has more to do with 
realizing that there is more to life than just survival. We aren’t free, no, and to 
be honest, I think talking about “freedom” is rather stupid in our circumstance. 
It really is more a question of if life is meaningful, and if there is more to life 
than scrounging and groveling for our existence. 

To be honest, as a parent, I cannot worry about tomorrow that much. And if I 
do, I miss so much. Part of my honesty is to tell my girls that they are mortal. 
They know that they are mortal, they know that we disappear to make way for 
others. That’s not “hopelessness” or “nihilism” (really), that’s just life. That’s 
part of the joy of being human, it’s to take your lumps like any animal. The last 
thing that I want them to do (though I have little control over this) is to sacrifice 



themselves for an ideal that they have no stake in, even if it is something as 
“fundamental” as the survival of the species a few generations from now. 

In this sense, I don’t see one path of life as better than any other that we are 
currently offered. The last thing a good animal should do is “weaponize” their 
own survival as some sort of tactical sacrifice for generations that are yet to 
come. Unlike many of like-minded people to the south, I don’t fantasize about 
living a primitive life that I barely understand, yet I highly respect. Some of us 
are just unlucky, but all of us are tossed about by the winds of fate. For those I 
love, I just want for them to have the ability to enjoy what is free for us to all 
enjoy (nature, friends, simple pleasures) and the inner (and outer perhaps) 
strength to resist the rest. To have big plans invites fragility, but to forge 
certain attitudes (perseverance, loyalty, fortitude) creates resilience. That’s 
easier said than done, and again, I care little for the future when speaking of 
these topics. But a little love, tough and not-so-tough, can perhaps go further 
than training for Hobbesian Armageddon, or at least help us enjoy life up to 
the point of the second coming of Catastrophe. 

For domination (sort of) 


I recently translated a piece over at the main site Atassa: Readings in Eco- 

extremism that has made the anarchist peanut gallery come out of the 
woodwork again, expressing how eco-extremists / “anarchists of praxis” 
are no better than the State or fascists because they use “terrorist violence” 
and “coercion” in their actions. The reasoning is that the State is violence, 
violence is coercive, and if you use (indiscriminate) violence, you are no better 
than the State, as opposed to anarchists who use violence “judiciously” 

(again, according to anarchists) fighting cops and other undesirables 
according to the instructions of the Anarchists tribunes and pontiffs, blah blah 
blah... 

I assume that these are “pro-civ” anarchists, but even “anti-civ” anarchists are 
always going on and on about this. If one person has too much power or 
whatever, it’s a threat to everyone, they are basically one step away from 
imposing total domination, domestication etc. One must find the most 
“egalitarian” societies that one can and try to bottle whatever made them tick 
(as if that were easy). Either way, that sort of approach reduces human 
beings to lawyers or accountants in my opinion: primitive societies are reverse 
engineered into penny-pinchers and human resources managers whose only 




obsession is to make sure that everyone gets the exact same thing and no 
one gets hurt. Here the “noble savage” trope is applied fairly. 


Oddly enough, if these primitivists would only read their own Canon closely, 
they might discover some rather unsavory truths. For example, in the Gospel 
According to St. James (Woodbum) it is written: 

“In normal circumstances the possession by all men, however physically weak, 
cowardly, unskilled or socially inept, of the means to kill secretly anyone perceived as 
a threat to their own well-being not only limits predation and exploitation; it also acts 
directly as a powerful levelling mechanism. Inequalities of wealth, power and prestige 
are a potential source of envy and resentment and can be dangerous for holders 
where means of effective protection are lacking. 

What we have here is direct and immediate access to social control, access which is 
not mediated through formal institutions or through relationship with other people. It 
is directly analogous to, and matched by, the direct and immediate access, again not 
normally mediated through formal institutions or through relationships with other 
people, which people have to food and other resources. ” 

The secret to an egalitarian society, in this version of primitivist gospel, lies 
not in some nebulous whining about fairness and not being coerced, but in the 
ability (of men, n.b.) to retaliate against others should they decide to step on 
your toes, metaphorically or literally. If we all (and by that, I mean “all males”) 
have access to the same weapons, I might think twice about stealing your 
goods or lording over you. That seems a far cry from the “all coercion is 
fascist” characterization of the modern anarchist. 

I would assert that “direct and immediate access to social control” also 
excludes morality, the last vestige of the State or God that haunts the social 
anarchist who thinks that morality is some “inner light” that guides each smelly 
Molotov cocktail-thrower in the street like a burning in the bosom. The only 
reason I should not hurt you is that you will hurt me back if I do, and even 
then, you will probably try to hurt me anyway. If we get out of St. James’ 
Egalitarian Kingdom and go to less saintly tribes, this will become even more 
evident... 

But this is just a blog post. We will obviously return to this theme in the future. 





